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4th Time Around 


Author's Notes: 
Repost since Rockfic deleted it the first time! Thanks a lot admins, now | lost my comments! Oh well, enjoy you 


guys! 


It's 1965, and in Bob Dylan's London hotel room there are about IO different conversations happening, creating a 
constant buzzing static in his ears. 


He's being spoken to, not that he's paying the voice (voices?) much attention. His thin legs are crossed under 
the long table, the above foot tapping rapidly. The anxious, fidgeting motion causes his upper body to sway 


rhythmically, earning questioning looks from the 2 females across him. 


He pays them, nor anyone for that matter, any mind. 


He's too concerned with the days earlier events, the booing that seemed to grow more and more with each 
show. Bob's closed-minded ‘fans' weren't remotely interested in his happiness, only their own. If he didn't 
present himself as the image they'd decided and believe that he is, should be -then they cursed him, pinned 


him a ‘fake neurotic’. 


Attach a cord to your guitar and you're a traitor. 


Bob doesn't sympathize with them, just pities them. He's going to continue to doing whatever the fuck he 
pleases. Yet, it's that exact thought that's put him at the state he's in now. Staring down at his 3rd glass of 
red wine, chewing his bottom lip and wondering vaguely why they had to be so blind. Sure, he could care less if 
they understood or if they didn't, he'd just silently been hoping that they would. 


His let down is his own fault really. He knew he'd been expecting too much of them. 


The cherry of the cigarette between his fingers is cutting it close, he'd noticed with a flick of his blue eyes, 
so he'd quickly put it out on the table's overflowing ashtray. He's immediately offered a new one by his friend 
Bob Neuwirth, but he mumbles a quiet "Nah, man." and reaches for his wine glass instead. 


"Johnny Cash is here." 


He hasn't been tuned in to any voices around him, but for some reason that announcement is the one thing his 


mind acknowledges. 


His eyes dart around, trying to find the person who'd spoken. Bob Neuwirth had luckily been paying more 
attention than Bob and asks the English gentlemen of Johnny's whereabouts. 


| saw him checking in when | entered the lobby, he was with a brunette gal." 


Bob licks the traces of wine from his lips, all previous worries of life momentarily vanished. "I'll bet it was June 


Carter, man. Damn, | hope | can sit with Johnny a minute at least.” 


Neuwirth gives a short laugh. "Man, he's probably sleeping by now." He looks down at his watch, "It's nearly 
midnight, Bob." 


Bob shakes his head after swallowing another gulp of wine. "You don't know the guy, he doesn't sleep.” 


Every person at the table now have their eyes trained on Bob as he continues, "The night | first met him he 


was up later than me, and I'd stayed up until at least 3am. Not sure he ever even went to sleep." 


He's already begun looking around for his manager, knowing that if anyone can get him access to Johnny, it 
would be Albert Grossman. 


Neuwirth hums with a lack of interest and gives a quick shrug. "Maybe he's still awake then" He offers, 
watching as Bob stands from his chair after spotting his manager across the room with his wife and a couple 


others. 


Albert takes notice of Bob approaching and already sees that his client needs him for something, and quick. 
"What is it, Bob?" 


"Is Johnny Cash staying here at the hotel?" Bob speaks to his manager quietly, eyes narrowed as he looked 


around the hotel room. As if Johnny is possibly around there somewhere amongst the dozens of faces. 


Albert regards his client a moment, remembering the several other times that Bob had gotten together with 
the famous country singer. From what Albert had gathered from the road manager Fred, and some of Bob's 
friends; its suspect that he and Johnny are/were having an affair. 


Albert had once asked Bob about it but the 24-year-old had looked at him, bewildered, before scoffing and 


walking away. Albert made a note to pay more attention the next time the two came in contact again. 


"If he is then | wasn't informed of it" Albert continues to watch Bob, waiting for him to explain exactly what it 
is that he wants him to do. 


Bob hums and looks around the spacious, crowded room with consideration before his eyes finally refocus on 
his manager. "I'd like to see him if you can make that possible. | know he'd prefer it if we shooed everyone out 


first" 


First clue for Albert, the apparent need for them to be alone. 


"lIl see what | can do. Should we ask everyone to leave now?" 


Bob nods without another word and goes over to speak to Neuwirth, "Albert's going to try and contact 
Johnny's people." He takes Neuwirth's arm and pulls him aside while Albert announces to everyone that the 
party is over for Tonight. 


Neuwirth looks from the gradually retreating crowd and back to Bob again, "Um, should | go too?" He asks in a 


hushed voice and Bob's eyes narrow on his friend, curious why he looks almost eager to leave. 


"You don't have to, why? | don't think he'd mind a few people, | just figured he'd appreciate a quieter space this 
late at right." 


Neuwirth raises an eyebrow, smirking knowingly at his famous friend. "Uh huh," He teases, jabbing Bob playfully 
in the side. Bob bats his friends hand away, eyeing him still, wondering what exactly he's getting at here. "I'l 


just hang around for a bit and then turn in to my own room." He adds. 


“Alright...” 


Bob wishes certain people who approach him a good night, explaining that he's just tired and needs to turn in 


early. Everyone seems to understand and leaves without making a fuss about it. 


Albert is sat by the hotel room's phone, already making a phone call to try and fulfill Bob's request. 


"Johnny is married, isn't he?" Neuwirth asks Bob who nods while walking over to grab his forgotten wine glass 
that still sat on the table, along with several other abandoned drinks from his now absent party guests. 


"As far as | know yes, but last | talked to him he said it wasn't working out so good for them." He answers 
before tipping his head back to finish off his glass of wine. 


"Married, nonetheless." Neuwirth pushes the topic, tilting his head down to meet Bob's suspicious eyes over his 


sunglasses. 


Irritated, Bob looks away and reaches for his pack of cigarettes before lighting one up, "What are you getting 
at?" He takes a drag from his fag, blue eyes lowered into slits as he faces his friend. 


Neuwirth shrugs and lights up his own cig, "Just wondering is all." 


"Right." Bob turns from the other to approach Albert who sits across the room, still on the telephone. 


Bob leans against the wall beside where Albert sits, waiting patiently for a verdict. 


"He's right here if you want to talk to him yourself" Albert speaks into the phone, eyes turning up to Bob's 
blue ones that seem to light up at his words. 


"That's him on the phone?" He can't help expressing his excitement in the pitch of his voice and Albert nods, 
standing from the chair and holding out the phone for Bob to take. 


Bob forgets about everyone and everything else around him as he sits down and brings the phone to his ear, 
"Hey, Johnny. How are you doin?" He continues to smoke his cigarette with his free hand. 


Johnny's voice, smooth as Tennessee whiskey enters Bob's ears and the folk singer can't help grinning like an 


idiot. 


At the other end of the room, Neuwirth notices Albert approaching him and straightens up to face the other 


as he steps in close, "You're hanging by for a while?" 


Neuwirth shrugs a shoulder, unsure as he exhales his smoke, "He told me | could, but honestly it won't be for 


long. I'll probably just say hey." 


Albert nods, looking back at Bob for a second, "I've been thinking about what you told me before, about Johnny 


and him." 


Then Neuwirth suddenly gets it, Alberts reason for approaching him. "I could be wrong," He begins 
thoughttully, "but | swear | accidentally interrupted a kiss the last time they were visiting with each other." He 
looks down at the ground as he tries to recall the situation the best he can, as it was nearly a year ago, "He 
had pushed Johnny back from him and looked away to the wall like he'd been caught in something." Neuwirth 
continues, "I didn't think much of it at first, but it didn't take long for me to realize what had been going on" 


Albert curses under his breath, "You're sure that's what you saw?" 


Neuwirth bites his lip before giving a certain nod, "Yeah, they were standing too close for it to be anything 
else. Also, the way Bob had reacted.kind of confirmed my suspicions." 


Albert sighs heavily and rubs a hand over his face in exasperation, "What should we do?" 


Neuwirth snorts in amusement, "What can we do? Nothing. | think they're keeping it well enough under-wraps. 


If only we know then | don't think we have much to worry about." 


Albert hums as he considers the situation, "You don't think we should tell him to be careful?" 


The younger man just shrugs, looking over to see Bob hanging up the phone with a tiny smile at his lips. 
Neuwirth decides they should let Bob make his own decisions, and possible mistakes. 


"Another time, maybe tomorrow" Neuwirth gives Albert a reassuring pat on the shoulder, "I think everything 


will be fine. This, after all, isn't his first affair." He steps around Albert to head in Bob's direction. 


The singer is finishing up his cigarette and walking back toward the table with a new air about him. It's as if 


the unclogging of bodies from the room relieved him of his anxiety and he no longer had to sit still for anyone. 


He turns to Neuwirth, before glancing behind him toward Albert who's now conversing with his wife at the 


other end of the room. 


"I told him the room number, he should be here soon" Bob says to his friend. 


Neuwirth just nods, hesitating on how he should approach Bob with this, "Is June coming with him?" 


"| guess she's sleeping already. She's not his wife you know." 


"I know, but she probably will be someday, huh?" 


Bob breaks the gaze from his friend at that question, bringing his cigarette to his lips. After slowly exhaling 
the smoke, he stares across the room without really taking anything in. His mind is far off somewhere else. "l 


don't know, maybe." 


There's suddenly a knock at the door and no one is left wondering who it is. Bob's eyes shoot to the door and 
he curses under his breath, turning to the mirror on the closest wall. He looks over his appearance briefly 


before moving for the door. 


Johnny's presence is still as powerful as always and Bob finds himself wanting to reach forward and hug the 
tall man but he resists. They just smile at each other as Bob steps aside to let Johnny in 


"Hey Bobby, how ya been?" He takes notice of the few others in the room and waves to them all politely, "Hey 


everyone, good to see you all again" 


Albert wants to greet him more politely, but for some reason feels the need to keep his distance. Apparently 
Neuwirth is thinking the same thing, nodding to Johnny with a smile but staying right where he is. Almost like 
they want to observe the other two from a distance. 


"Do you want some wine, Johnny?" Bob offers while leading Johnny toward the table that's in desperate need of 
being cleared off. 


"Sure, I'll have a little, anyone else?" 


Albert has taken his wife's hand as they're about ready to turn in for the night, "No, we're going to head to 
bed, but you guys enjoy your night, okay? Make sure you get enough sleep, Bob. You too Neuwirth." 


The younger men both nod, wishing Albert and his wife a goodnight. 


Bob and Johnny have by this point sat down at the table, as Neuwirth picked up Bob's acoustic guitar and 
began to strum it idly, cigarette between his lips. 


Its cheap but it gets the job done." Bob says with a nervous laugh as he pours Johnny and himself each a 
glass of the red liquid. 


"That's quite alright, Bobby, thank you." He takes a drink and shrugs, having no complaints over the flavor. 
"How's the tour going?" 


Bob sighs wistfully at this question, resting his chin in his palm and meeting Johnny's dark eyes, "Well, Johnny, 


since I've gone electric quite a few things have changed, and not just the music's sound.” 


Johnny already knows exactly what his friend is talking about, "I've heard about that. Don't let it get you down. 


Some will come around eventually and others won't. It's their loss really.” 


Bob nods his head fervently, tapping his fingers on the table. "I know that, Johmny, it's just a bit upsetting.” 


"| know it is.” Johnny watches his friend worriedly, wanting to reach over and still Bob's anxious fidgeting. If it 


keeps on then he will. He goes silent, an invitation for Bob to continue if he wants to. 


“I've missed you.’ Bob suddenly whispers, bright blue eyes never leaving Johnny's warm ones. 
Johnny's heartbeat quickens at the 3 simple words and he has to look away from Bob's intense gaze for a 
minute to gather his thoughts. 


When he'd found out from his manager that Bob Dylan was staying there, his stomach had filled with 


butterflies as memories of their last encounter flooded his mind. 


He gulps down his nerves and flicks his dark eyes back up to Bob's, "I uh, gosh, Bobby.." He's highly aware of 
Bob's friend being there in the room, so he keeps his voice low, "I think about you a lot" He runs a nervous 


hand through his hair and that's when Bob offers him one of his Marlboro's. 


Johnny takes it gratefully and lets Bob light it up for him. 


They sit in comfortable silence for a couple of minutes, Neuwirth's improvised guitar playing the only sound 
filling the room. 


The first person to finally speak again is Johnny, "Are you seeing him?" Johnny makes sure only Bob can hear 


him, not that Neuwirth could hear much over his guitar playing anyway. 


Bob's eyebrows pull in at the random question. "Who?" 


"Your friend here." Johnny says without motioning toward the other man in the room. 


Bob makes a face at this, "Neuwirth?" He whispers incredulously, seeing the relief in Johnny's eyes almost 
immediately, "No way." Bob waves off the notion and takes a drag from his cigarette. He can feel Johnny 
watching him as he looks over to his friend, adding lightly, "He's all about the ladies." 


"You don't wish he wasn't?" Johnny asks quietly. 


Bob scoffs. "He's just a friend, Johnny." He turns his attention back to the older man, wondering where all of 
this is coming from. "Why?" 


Johnny shrugs and relaxes back into his chair, cigarette at his lips. 


Bob doesn't look away from the other, realization coming over him as he replays Johnny's words over in his 
mind. "You're the only man I've been with, Johnny." His voice is hushed but sincere and he can see Johnny 


physically react to this, as the country singer begins jogging his leg up and down 


"Is that so?" Johnny asks mildly, playing it off like he couldn't care less if Bob had been with other men 


He doesn't have Bob fooled, not even for a second. 


Bob Neuwirth stands from the chair he'd been sat in, setting Bob's acoustic aside. He clears his throat 
awkwardly and both men look toward him like they'd completely forgotten he was there. "I'm gonna head to bed, 
Bob. Gotta be up early tomorrow." He announces, coming over to squeeze Bob's boney shoulders, "Make sure 


you get enough sleep, pal." 


Bob waves his friend off, "Sure yeah, sleep well." 


Neuwirth gives Johnny a simple acknowledging nod, which the country singer returns. "Nice seeing you again, 


Mr. Cash." 


"You too." 


Neither Bob or Johnny say anything for the longest, tense moment once they're the only two people left in the 


hotel room. 


This time it's Bob who breaks the awkward silence. Having put out his cigarette, he takes the neck of his wine 


glass in his hand, "I've had men come on to me several of times. Especially these days... 


This gets Johnny's attention and he finds himself looking over Bob with a possessive feeling in the pit of his 
gut. OF course everyone wants to fuck Bob. The young singer speaks of it like it's some odd occurrence for 
someone to hit on him. Yeah right. Johnny's seen it with his own eyes before, seen it at times when even Bob 


didn't. Everyone wants a piece of Bob. 


"IIl bet" Is all he can manage in that moment, despite the flurry of thoughts on his mind. 


Bob's eyes search Johnny's averted ones, reading him easily. His eyes and body language speak for themselves. 


"Yet, | find myself uninterested in all of them." 


Johnny just nods at that, continuing to jog his foot up and down. He has no idea how to approach or discuss 
this with Bob. He can't bring himself to admit that he hopes.this thing is something special kept only for him. 
Whatever that ‘thing’ is exactly. And anyway, even if Bob did want to share his body with another man, it's not 
like Johnny should get upset. They're not in a relationship or anything. Despite that, he can't shake away the 
possessive response he feels when thinking about another man touching Bob. A woman? Sure, go ahead. But a 


man? Johnny doesn't know why the thought bothers him so much.. 


"What's wrong, Johnny? What's on your mind?" Bob doesn't really appreciate the lack of response from the 


older man but at the same time he does understand. 


"Nothing, | just..." Johnny begins, unsure of what to say, worried he may say something to upset the other. 
"You leave me a very confused man, Bobby." He tries to explain further when he sees a flash of doubt grace 
Bob's sharp and boyish features. "I'm not attracted to any other men but you." He lets out a sigh afterward, 
like it had taken him a lot of effort to get those words out. 


Bob forces back a smile, not wanting to seem over-excited or childish. Besides, Johnny's a married man, and 
even though a divorce is eminent, Neuwirth had a point when he'd said Johnny is probably going to marry June 


next. 


"That's certainly interesting, isn’t it?" Bob asks with a little smile at the corner of his lips, longing to reach 


over and take one of Johnny's hands. 


Johnny hums, lifting the wineglass to his lips just to give him something to busy himself with while he thought 


of a response, "Well | never found another man beautiful until | met you." 


Bob's soft smile slips from his lips as Johnny's words hit him right in his core, making him feel things he's 


never felt. Bob gulps deeply and looks down to the table, "Never took you for a sweet-talker.” 


Johnny actually laughs at this, more like at himself because yeah, that was an incredibly cheesy thing to say, 
wasn't it? "Sorry, just saying what | feel." 


Bob smiles too, just because Johnny's is so contagious, but he's still got the country singers 
words on repeat in his mind. "You really find me beautiful, Johnny?" He's been told it before, countless times 


over the years, by both men and women. So why all the sudden is he getting bashful? 


Both times that he and Johnny have messed around, Johnny had uttered something about Bob being pretty or 
even gorgeous. Bob always assumed it was Johnny simply being lost in the moment of pleasure. Had thought 
that maybe it wasn't exactly hm that was beautiful, maybe it was only the feelings Bob was giving Johnny 
with his body. 


Maybe Bob had been wrong about that. 


Johnny rubs an embarrassed hand across his face, groaning loudly as he confesses all his deepest feelings to 
his good friend, "| get nervous around you, Bob." He admits, and feeling Bob's sharp blue orbs eying him intently 
doesn't help him any. 


Bob wants to laugh at this new fact, but doesn't want to make his friend feel bad, "The feeling is mutual then" 


He's positively endeared at this point in the conversation, wanting to hear more of Johmy's thoughts. 


"You don't have to be nervous around me, Johnny." He whispers, reaching a careful hand over to take the older 


mans. 


Johnny's nerves still almost instantly at the contact and he timidly meets Bob's eyes as the younger 
intertwines their fingers together. 


| can't help it" Johnny answers after a moment, "You're one of the most incredible people I've ever met. Could 
only dream of being able to write like you do." He adds the last part to which he earns a playful scoff from 
Bob. 


"Alright that's enough praise for one year." Bob finds himself idly caressing Johnny's palm with his thumb. He's 
uncertain on where to go with their conversation now, but there's no hurt in having a couple of moments of 


silence. 


Johnny is lost in his thoughts as his eyes dart around Bob's pale face, taking note of his small but plush lips 
and softly angled jawline. He remembers the first time he'd been kissed by those lips, last year in 1964 when 
they'd met for the first time at the Newpork Folk Festival 


Neither of them had been planning for it to happen, it kind of just did. It was late into the night by then. The 


festival's last day had gone well, the turnout seemed to grow larger every year. 


Somehow, they'd ended up agreeing to go to Johnny's hotel room to show each other songs they'd been 
working on, bringing some friends along too. Bob had made himself at home on top of Johnny's hotel bed, 
remaining there even after the others had turned in for the night. 


Bob had been puffing on a cigarette, head against the pillows as he gazed steadily at Johnny from across the 
room. Johnny was searching frantically through his suitcases, trying to find his notebook so he could show Bob 


the song he'd been working on. 


"Just play it for me on your guitar, man" Bob had called to him from across the room, but Johnny shook his 
head, intent on finding his notebook and nothing else until he located it. 


Johnny cursed to himself when he just couldn't seem to find it, "I would if | could remember all the words, 
Bobby. | may have forgotten it at the last hotel, or possibly the car." He finally made his way to the bed, 
having given up on the notebook for the time being. 


He'd taken a seat on the edge beside Bob's legs and Bob had been a little confused on why Johnny had chosen 
to sit right by his legs. There was plenty of room on the other side of the queen-sized bed. 


Without any thought as it had felt like the natural thing to do, Bob had lifted his hand to place on the back of 
Johnny's larger one. "It'll come back to you," He was referring to the song, "Just give it some time." He began 
sliding his hand from Johnny's only to be surprised when the country singer grabbed it before he could pull it 


away. 


They met eyes then, and once again Bob found himself moving forward, letting instinct guide him. He'd very 
chastely pressed his lips against Johnny's before lying back against the pillows. 


When Johnny only stared at him, no reaction present, Bob immediately regretted his actions. 
‘lm sorry." He'd shaken his head in embarrassment, moving to stand from the bed, "I shouldn't have done 


that: 


‘Its completely fine, Bobby." Johnny had stated calmly after shaking the frozen shock away, effectively 
stopping Bob in his tracks as he'd been heading for the door. 


That's how it had begun, and Johnny remembers in great detail how the rest of that night had gore.. 


"If you're tired and want to head back to your room, Johnny, I'll understand" Bob lets Johnny's hand go when 
he realizes he was getting too comfortable with holding it in his own. He busies himself by lighting up another 


cigarette. 


Johnny hums, looking down at his now empty hand for a split second. "Bob, tell me what happened the night of 
the first day we met." 


Bob's cheeks go red almost instantly and he clears his throat as moments from that night begin to flash 


through his mind "You don't, uh..You don't remember?" He scratches the side of his nose in a nervous tick 


Johnny does remember. Remembers practically every second of it, in fact. He only wanted to know if Bob did 


too. If it had left an impact on him as much. "| remember it quite good, Bobby." 


Bob feels his neck getting hot and he takes a drag from his cigarette to calm his nerves, "Then why do you 


need me to tell you?" He releases the smoke from his nose, eyeing Johnny skeptically. 


Johnny shrugs innocently, failing at hiding his smirk from the younger man, "Just to remind me that it was 
real and not a dream." He doesn't shy away from Bob's intense gaze, knowing that Bob is stubborn when it 
comes to being told what to do. Johnny also knows that he himself is a reluctant exception to that. "Go on, tell 


me what we did." 


Bob stays silent for a long time, not breaking his eyes away from Johnny as he continues to smoke his 
cigarette. He's thinking that maybe this is just a turn on for Johnny. It certainly gives Bob something to work 


with. Maybe he could do a little teasing, get Johnny all worked up and then pretend he's too tired. See if Johnny 
gets a kick out of that. 


"Hmm," Bob looks up as he lets that night play over in his memory, "We did a few things, from what | can 
recall. Once you saw | was interested you just had your wicked way with me, didn't you, Johnny?" Bob lets a 


wide grin spread over his face that he tries to hide with the hand that holds his cigarette. 


Now it's Johnny's turn to blush, and he looks away from Bob down to the full ashtray that he's considering 
getting up and dumping out. "Was it wicked, Bobby?" He wonders, "What about the second time?" 


Bob bites into his thumbnail as he watches the other closely. "The second time was when my buddy, the one 
who just left" He motions to the door, "Came in and saw us kissing, Johnny." He reminds the other who just 


nods, having remembered that part as well. How could Johnny ever forget that? 


"Did he ask you about it later?" 


Bob shrugs and taps his cigarette into the ashtray, "Sure he did." 


Johnny's stomach clenches nervously at this. "Well what did he say?" 


Bob puffs heavily on his cigarette and Johnny waits patiently for him to answer. 


"He's not stupid, he knew we were up to something. Same goes for tonight, he knew what was going on, Johnny." 
Bob explains, putting out his cigarette and finding Johnny's eyes looking at him with a very strong sense of 
worry. "He would never say anything to anyone, he wouldn't do that to me." Bob tries to assure Johnny. 


Johnny calms down at this, having no doubt that Bob only makes friends with people he can trust with his 
deepest secrets. "Alright, Bob." 


Bob just nods, fidgeting a bit now that he had finished his cigarette. Johnny continues to watch the younger 
man, hoping to settle his nerves a little, "What happened after he saw us kissing and left?" 


Bob's concerned frown quickly turns into a bright grin accompanied by a small chuckle, "We wasted no time in 


getting back to business." 


Johnny grins right back at him. "For months and months afterword | could still hear your sounds echoing over 


and over in my mind." 


"Oh, good heavens, Johnny." Bob presses a hand to his face to hide the crimson creeping back onto his cheeks. 


Johnny shrugs unabashedly. "You're a very enthusiastic lover, Bobby." 


Bob groans into his hand, having nothing to say to that. 


Johnny simply sits back and admires Bob in this light while he still can They don't get to see each other very 


often, so he wants to soak it all in while he has the chance. 


Suddenly though, Bob's standing from his chair and moving around the room. Johnny turns a little to watch Bob 
grab some clothes from his suitcase. "I'll be out in a few, Johnny. The day's left me feeling grimy." He calls 


over his shoulder on his way to the bathroom. 


Johnny narrows his eyes at the clothes in Bob's hands, speaking up before the door shut behind the petite 
man, "What's with change of clothes?" 


Bob stops in the doorway of the bathroom and looks back at Johnny with narrowed eyes. "lm taking a shower." 


Johnny grumbles under his breath as he stands from the table and heads in Bob's direction. Bob gulps, slightly 


nervous when the tall man is standing in front of him. "Johnny--?" 


"What's the point in putting on new clothes when you're just going to take them off again?" Johnny reaches 
forward to take the clothes from Bob's hands, leaving the younger man standing there, mouth hung open. 


"Hey, give those back, man" He reaches for them but Johnny lifts the clothes above his head. Now that's just 
cruel. Johnny is taller than Bob by at least 8 inches. No part of this is fair. 


Bob bites his bottom lip and crosses his arms across his chest. "Johnny, come on 


Johnny shakes his head, "Just shower and come out. You don't need these." He throws the clothes over his 


shoulder and when Bob tries to step around to retrieve the clothes, Johnny grabs the smaller man's arm. 


Before Bob can try to get away, Johnny's grabbing his waist and pressing him to the wall, head dipping down to 
press a deep kiss to the folk singer's lips. Bob kisses back without hesitation, letting himself be surrounded and 
enveloped by Johnny. Bob can feel himself being lifted and then his boots have left the floor as Johnny 
supports Bob's weight with the help of the wall. 


‘Jesus, John-" Bob's voice cuts off into a drawn-out moan as Johnny starts sucking at his neck, a sensitive 
spot Johnny remembers makes the smaller man lose his mind. "You're gonna leave a mark" He warns as his 


wrists drape across Johnny's broad shoulders. 


The older man growls in protest, desiring to leave his mark, but he never does anything that Bob doesn’t want 
him to. "Let me leave some marks elsewhere then" He presses open-mouthed kisses up and down Bob's neck, 


tugging the collar of Bob's shirt down with his finger to reach more pale skin. 


Bob feels himself getting harder beneath his pants at the mere thought of Johnny's mouth traveling all down 
his body, leaving a rose petal trail of hickeys. 


"Just-Just let me." Bob's having a hard time speaking, too lost in the sensations of Johnny's lips at the 
sensitive skin of his throat, "Let me shower first and then you can go crazy, okay?" 


Johnny is so hard though, so impossibly hard already and Bob wants him to stop? "Golly, Bob." He lets his grip 
on the younger man's thighs lesson so the other can get back on his feet. He steps back, observing the way 
Bob licks over his lips and exhales a sharp breath, running his hands through his curly hair. 


Bob's eyes flicker down to the obvious tent in Johnny's pants and he pouts in sympathy, "I'll try to be quick" 


Johnny doesn't say anything, just steps back and watches as Bob reenters the bathroom, stopping the smaller 


man from closing the door. Bob looks at Johnny, exasperated, "Come on, Johnny." 


Suddenly the older man is nervous again, unsure of how to get these words out without sounding like a creep. 
"Sorry | just..You um.." He can't help looking Bob up and down with longing. There isn't really much to Bob, he 
probably weighs a buck 15 at most, but Johnny thinks he's beautiful still. 


The few times he'd seen Bob naked he couldn't believe how small he really was. Sure, you can tell he's small 


simply by how he never seemed to fill out his clothes, but to see him with none of that in the way... 


"You can leave the door open." He makes himself meet Bob's ever scrutinizing blue eyes and the younger man 


looks mostly amused, but not bothered. 


"Alright, man" Bob's back is to Johnny a second later as he moves through the bathroom. "I'll try to be quick" 
He takes a seat on the toilet lid, bending his knee to remove his boot and then the other. 


Johnny leans against the doorway, heart beating a little bit erratically as he watches Bob strip down until 
there's nothing left. He doesn't look back at Johnny even once as he turns to start up the water, feeling the 
temperature is right before stepping inside. He leaves the curtain open, halfway, tipping his head back into the 


water before reaching for his shampoo bottle. 


Johnny can hear Bob beginning to mumble a tune that's muffled from the running shower, but it brings a 


small smile to Johnny's lips anyway. 


He watches Bob lather his hair in shampoo until reaching for the bar of soap to scrub at his body, eyes 
closed as he continues to hum. It isn't long before Johnny realizes Bob is humming one of his songs, ‘I Still Miss 


Someone". 


Johnny is now grinning like an idiot, a pleasant feeling settling in him. 


Bob rinses the shampoo from his hair then begins turning around to wash all the soap from his small frame. 


Johnny grabs him a towel and steps in front of the shower. Bob moves his wet hair from his eyes and takes 
the towel gratefully, using it to ruffle across his hair to stop the water dripping all over his shoulders. 


Johnny lets Bob dry off a bit before he gets impatient and scoops the smaller man up, carrying him bridle 
style out of the bathroom. "John!" Bob shouts in surprise but the country singer just laughs as he brings 
them over to the bed. 


He lays Bob on his back at the edge of the bed, taking the towel from his hands to dry him off a little more 
himself before tossing the towel over his shoulder. His eyes devour the site of Bob's petite but long body all 
spread out for him. He steps up so that he's between Bob's parted knees and smooths his large hands up Bob's 
slim thighs, still slightly damp with water. 


The younger man gasps at the soft touches, peering down to watch Johnny's every move. 
The older of the two hums in thought, gazing across Bob's body which he's beginning to realize had slimmed 
down slightly since he last saw the young poet. He's concerned and it even makes him feel like he should be 


gentler this time around. The 24-year-old is so small Johnny feels like he could hurt him easily. 


"Bob, you've lost some weight again" He leans down to press a kiss to one of Bob's knees, continuing his 


attentions down all the way to Bob's thigh where he begins sucking at just as he had with Bob's neck 


Bob lets out a moan and claws his fingers into the blankets, "Damn amphetamines, that's why." 


Johnny clicks his tongue in disappointment. "You oughta quit them things, sweetheart. They'll make your life hell. 
| would know." He says between kisses up to Bob's stomach right next to his belly button, sucking a dark hickey 
there to match the one at his thigh. 


"Ahh, fuck." Bob's eyes shut tightly and he sucks his bottom lip into his mouth to keep himself from making 
any embarrassing noises. "My life is wonderful, especially right now, god Johnny." Bob reaches down to grab at 
brunet strands when Johnny's lips are suddenly around the head of his dick, tongue lapping out against his 


sensitive and heated skin. 


Johnny hums in appreciation at the response, grabbing onto the backs of Bob's thighs in a firm grip as he 
takes Bob's erection further into his mouth until he almost has it all, balls pressed against his tongue. He 
draws back until his lips rest around the tip, relishing in the low moan Bob releases. Johnny turns his eyes up 
to see Bob's mouth hung open, blue eyes closed in attempt to shut all other senses aside from touch. 


Johnny dips his tongue to the slit purposefully, his own dick twitching beneath his pants at Bob's sharp hiss 
that ends on a guttural moan he couldn't hold in. 


Bob's teeth dig into his bottom lip, mad at himself for making too much noise, as they never know who could 


be walking by the hotel room door. 


All of his cares are forgotten momentarily, and Bob sees white as Johnny's slides all the way down for 5 


glorious seconds until the older man is pulling off for air. 


"Shit!" Bob shouts in blinding pleasure as he suddenly comes without warning, pearly-white streaking across 


Johnny's cheek as he turns to avoid it hitting him in the eye. 


"You little shit, you came already?" Johnny sits back and wipes the come from his cheek before smoothing his 


dirtied hand over the white bedding. 


He lets his hand trail up Bob's thigh soothingly while the young man catches his breath. 


Bob's chest is heaving as he stares down at Johnny apologetically, body still tingling pleasantly from his intense 
orgasm. "Sorry." He says so quietly that Johnny barely catches it. 


Johnny smiles at him reassuringly, leaning down again to press a kiss to Bob's inner thigh. 


"Salright, sweetheart." He reaches down to rub against the aching erection begging for freedom in his pants, 
groaning at the brief relief the touch gives him. 


"Let's fuck now" Bob says bluntly as he observes the other man's obvious need, peering down at Johnny whose 


eyes shoot up to meet his with a lust ridden excitement. 


Bob grins at his surprised expression and Johnny just crawls up Bob's body to meet him for a kiss that Bob 
moans into. The poet wastes no time in searching for Johnny's belt buckle, flicking it open in a moments time 


and pulling down the zipper. 


Johnny groans deeply, exhaling a sigh of relief into the crook of Bob's neck as the younger's hand wraps around 
his base and tugs forward. Johnny curses at this and finds himself thrusting down into Bob's hand while the 


other whistles at the weight of the erection in his hand, "Your size never ceases to astound me, John" 


Johnny always feels a little bit bad, even though Bob insists he can take it, Johnny knows he's bigger than 
most. Not that Bob's taken any other dick before anyway. Or so he claims. 


"We don't have to do anything you're not up for, Bobby." He whispers sincerely, eyes falling shut to take in the 
pleasure as Bob settles into a rhythm of strokes along his length. 


"| want to," Bob replies just as softly, "You reach places inside of me that | can't get on my own" 


Johnny shudders at Bob's words, remembering the first night they discovered his prostate and how it could 


give Bob the most powerful orgasms without touching his erection even once. 


"Got anything we can use?" Johnny looks around them, spotting a small bottle of complimentary lotion on the 


nightstand, "That?" He points and Bob looks over, nodding fervently. 


"Grab it” He urges Johnny, voice expressing just how eager he is to get down to it. 


Johnny does just that, sitting up on his knees and stretching his long body over Bob's to retrieve the small 
bottle. He sets it aside for the moment as he removes his black suit jacket and places it at the end of the bed 
He starts unbuttoning his shirt too but Bob grabs onto the lapels of said shirt and tugs Johnny down into a 
hungry kiss before he can start on the 3rd button 


Johnny is left winded by Bob's fiery passion, letting the poet suck on his tongue and bottom lip while Johnny 
himself feels around for the bottle of lotion 


He manages to pour some into his palm, stroking over his erection a few times before pouring more over his 
fingers. He reaches his hand between them, pushing Bob's thigh back while his other hand searches out for his 
soft entrance. 


Bob breaks the kiss on a loud gasp when Johnny's fingertip smooths around his hole gently before beginning to 
push inside. 


He closes his eyes and whimpers softly into the crook of Johnny's neck, arms clinging around broad shoulders. 


"God almighty, are you tight or what?" Johnny whispers with a quiet little laugh into Bob's ear, meanwhile the 
folk singer is trying to get his body to relax against the intrusion. "How in the world did | get inside the last 
time?" Johnny says mostly to himself as he carefully slides his finger all the way inside of the velvety walls, 


twisting his finger just a bit. 


The simple motion has Bob moaning and twitching as Johnny's finger just barely touches his g-spot. 


"You finger-fucked me for nearly a half hour last time." Bob manages words and Johnny hums at this, 
remembering it. He jabs his finger forward and Bob all but cries out, hand scrambling down to clutch Johnny's 
wrist, "Right there." His body craves to feel it harder and faster and he tugs at Johnny's wrist causing his 
prostate to be pressed against again. "Godl" He tosses his head back, "More fingers, Johnny. Hell, your dick. Put 
your dick in me." His forehead is beaded with sweat, skin flushed and body tingling for more. 


Johnny pulls his hand back and places two more fingertips in along with the first, sliding them in smoothly and 
not rushing. Bob's intense arousal is tempting, but Johnny knows the 24-year-old still needs to be handled with 
care. It's nothing like being with a woman. There's no self-lubricant or even as much space inside. John is highly 


aware of this difference and wants to make sure Bob's well taken care of. 


He worships Bob's neck and chest with wet, open-mouthed kisses before settling on a tiny nipple that he laves 
his tongue over while starting a gentle thrusting of his fingers. 


Bob's tossing his head back and forth, fingers tangling into Johnny's dark hair. His previously spent dick now 
fully erected once again and aching against his lower belly. "Johnny, Johnny, god right there." 


"| got you, darlin’, you're doing so well. Man, you're so beautiful like this." Johnny can't wait to get himself 


inside of Bob's soft as silk walls, knowing how warm and welcoming the other feels once you get in there. 


Johnny tested out what thrusting harder and faster would result in, and he isn't disappointed as Bob's back 


arches right off the bed He cries out some more curses, muttering words Johnny can't even decipher, but it 


doesn't matter. 


"Look at that," Johnny keeps up the rough thrusting as he shakes his head in wonder, "Just like a woman" 


"Hell," Bob, blinded by desire, shoves Johnny's arm aside, effectively removing the long fingers and tugs the 
other down on top of him. "Fuck me ‘til | can't think" He pants the heavy words into Johnny's mouth. 


Johnny doesn't have to be told twice, doesn't even care that he's still fully dressed. He grabs the base of his 
erection as he pushes Bob's thigh back to give himself better access. He licks over his lips at the sight of 
Bob's red and slickened hole, pressing his tip against it until the skin begins to give and he slides inside 
smoothly. 


Bob's jaw drops open and Johnny looks up to make sure the other is doing okay. Bob just nods at him and so 
Johnny continues until he's halfway inside of the tight heat. He can feel Bob's ass fluttering around him and it's 
always such a surreal feeling, knowing that this is him, Bobby Dylan that he's inside. 


"Bobby, Bobby" Johnny lets his forehead rest against Bob's shoulder, "Let me know when you're good, 
sweetheart." He presses his lips to Bob's cheek, focusing on the soft inhales and exhales of his lover whose 
fingers are clinging onto his back, ready to hang on for the ride. 


Once Bob's breathing has evened out, he nods for Johnny to go on. "Start slow." 


"| will, darlin" 


Johnny works carefully and gradually, paying close attention to Bob to make sure that it's getting easier on 
him. Johnny doesn't go in all the way until he feels Bob's hips rolling down along with his, and that's when he 
thrusts forward. Bob seems to enjoy that, fingers digging into Johnny's back and releasing a throaty moan. So 
Johnny puts a little bit more strength into each of his thrusts until he's at a pace that's good for them both. 
Bob is gasping and groaning at each and every drag and push of Johnny's erection inside of him, forcing himself 
to keep his noises mostly muffled. 


"So fuckin’ tight, Bob." Johnny says between clenched teeth, placing his hands beside Bob's head to adjust the 


angle of his hips, before he begins thrusting in even deeper. 


The slight change causes him to begin hitting Bob's prostate on every thrust and the younger man can no 
longer hold back. He's crying out and anticipating each thrust of Johnny's hips as pleasure begins to consume 


his entire body, "Fuck! Oh! God! John, right there, don't stop." 


"| got you, baby. Fuck you feel so good, so fucking perfect" Johnny stares down into Bob's crystal blue eyes, 
taking in deep satisfaction in the way Bob's eyes are squinted with pleasure, staring right back into Johnny's. 


Johnny captures Bob's lips and speeds up his thrusts impossibly harder, mouth catching all of Bob's high- 


pitched moans. 


They're both on their way, pleasure building high in the pits of their stomachs when the hotel phone's sharp 
ringing pierces through the thick air. 


"Oh for Christ's sake." Johnny's exhales loudly, hips halting immediately but Bob groans in disfavor, heartbeat 
thrumming loudly against his ribcage. 


"Johnny, forget it," He reaches up to place both hands on the country singer's cheeks, trying to bring him 
down for another kiss but Johnny grumbles, eyes looking toward the phone. 


"Are you sure, Bobby?" He finds Bob's eyes again and the folk singer nods, wiggling his hips eagerly to try to 
get the other man going again. Johnny moans and shuts his eyes, shuddering at the fluttering of Bob's soft 
walls stroking him just right. 


The phone's ringing rages on though, and Johnny can't help thinking that it could be important if it's this late 
at night. "Bob, | think we should answer it. We can always continue afterward." He's already taking Bob's hands 


from his cheeks and sliding his erection out carefully. 


Bob hisses a curse under his breath in irritation, and Johnny is reaching over for the phone, holding it out for 


the younger to take since it's his room. 


Bob glares at Johnny, legs still dangling open obscenely as he snatches the phone from him. "Waylon Jennings 
speaking." Bob answers, not bothering to hide the annoyance in his tone. 


"Hello- Waylon Jennings?" 


Bob's stomach sinks at sound of June Carter's voice entering his ears and his eyes shoot to Johnny's. 


"Bob, isn't that you?" She sounds highly amused and thats when Bob, wide eyed, shoves the phone into 
Johnny's hands, shaking his head rapidly and mouthing who it is. 


Johnny's eyes also grow wide and he fumbles with the phone a moment before he gets it against his ear, 


"Hello, June?" 


Bob presses his hands to his face, guilt overcoming him as he turns away into the pillows, listening to Johnny 


talking softly over the phone. 


"No | was just sharing a drink with Bob then | was gonna head on back to the room." Johnny cards his hand 
through his hair anxiously, other hand at his mouth biting at his fingernails. "I wont be more than 30 more 
minutes..Mhmm..You don't have to wait up..Okay..See you in a bit then" He hangs up swiftly and snaps a curse 


under his breath. 


He turns toward Bob to find the other facing away from him, body curled up against himself, "Bobby." He 
places a hand on Bob's hip easily turning the other back on his back with a bit of force. 


Bob shakes his head as he looks up into Johnny's eyes, and Johnny can see that Bob's cheeks are flushed a 
deep red, and not in result of their coupling, "You should go back to her, Johnny.” 


Johnny feels his stomach sink, "Bob-" 


"She's your girl, and here you are-" 


"She ain't my wife, Bobby-" 


"She's going to be!" 


Johnny grunts and looks away from the young man, eyes falling upon the carpet as his thoughts race. "I would 
like to finish what we started, Bobby." He takes one of Bob's hands in his, squeezing it earnestly as he looks 
back at the others face. 


"You don't feel bad, John?" Bob asks desperately, squeezing Johnny's hand in return. 
Johnny sighs heavily and moves to lie down next to Bob, wrapping an arm around his waist as he snuggles in 


close, ignoring the ache in his erection against Bob's thigh. "How often do | get to see you?" 


Bob meets Johnny's eyes, their faces now only inches apart, "I know but-" 


Ill never get to be with you in the way | want to." Johnny's fingertips caress Bob's cheek, trailing down until 
they reach Bob's pouting lips. 


Bob's eyes are full of sadness at Johnny's words and he can feel himself getting choked up, as being with 
Johnny seriously, as a ,couple, is something he's has thought about more than he'd care to admit. "John..." 


"These short opportunities are enough for me if they're enough for you" He presses a chaste kiss to Bob's 
lips. 


Bob isn’t okay with it. He wouldn't let Johnny or anyone ever know it; but he longs for more. Johnny would 


never sacrifice or risk anyone finding out about them, and Bob knows this. 


He can't bring himself to voice it though, so he instead swings his leg around Johnny's lap and pushes the older 
man onto his back Bob dips his head down for a kiss, feeling Johnny's hands come up to grab his hips. Bob's 
hand reaches back, grasping at Johnny's erection so he can lift himself and slide it back inside. 


This time it's Johnny's moans that are swallowed up in Bob's mouth as the folk singer kisses him deeply, 
Tongue delving into Johnny's mouth eagerly. 


Bob sees stars when he's sat all the way down on Johnny's lap and his prostate is teased at by Johnny's tip. 
He breaks their kiss to sit back, placing his hands on Johnny's chest to steady himself as he starts working his 


hips downward. 


They're both panting heavily as Bob sets into a steady rhythm, knees doing all the work in lifting and dropping 


himself back down on Johnny's cock. 


"Mmm," He moans as he gazes with lidded eyes down at Johnny, whose mouth is hung open in pure bliss, 


holding Bob's hands in a vice grip to help him come down harder. "Shit!" Bob shouts as his g-spot is hit. 


"That's it, baby." Johnny encourages Bob, smoothing his hands around to grab onto Bob's ass. Johnny plants his 
feet flat on the bed and starts swinging his hips up into Bob's, almost causing the folk singer to topple over 
from the mere force of the thrusts. 


‘Christ, John!" Bob knows he's going to come soon if Johnny keeps up that pace, and well, it happens sooner 
than he'd initially thought. One more jab to his prostate and he's coming all across Johnny's belly, some even 


reaching the older man's chest as Bob rides out his orgasm. 


"Hell yeah, Bob, | knew you'd come from my cock alone." Johnny is grabbing onto Bob's thighs as he flips them 
over, lips smashing against Bob's as he seeks out his own orgasm with continued thrusts into Bob's spent body. 


The folk singer doesn't seem to mind, simply clings onto Johnny's back eyes squeezed shut as he's blinded by 
oversensitivity at repeated hits across his prostate. Bob screams as a second unexpected roll of blinding 
pleasure sweeps through him and his ass clenches tightly around Johnny's dick as another rope of come 
shoots out of his cock. 


"Fuck" The country singer shouts as Bob's ass all but sucks his orgasm out of him, come spurting deep inside 
of Bob who's writhing and panting heavily against the larger man 


John sits back and slips his cock out, letting the last bit of come shoot out across Bob's thighs and lower belly, 
while the folk singer just lies there trying to catch his breath. 


Johnny strokes over himself a few more times as his eyes take in the breathtaking sight of Bob, long legs 


spread, blue eyes never leaving his. 


"We're getting good at that” Bob offers sweetly and Johnny gives a soft chuckle, smoothing a hand up Bob's 


thigh appreciatively, humming in agreement. 


"Where did you learn to ride dick like that?" Johnny asks playfully and Bob chuckles, shrugging his boney 


shoulders. 


"That was my first time." 


"Aw, hell. Next time you're riding me all night, man. That was such a turn on" Johnny pats Bob's thigh one last 


time before he lies down next to him, wrapping an arm around Bob's waist. 


Bob scoffs at the suggestion, letting his eyes fall shut though he wasn't tired at all, “Is more work than it 


looks like." 


"Well shit, it's all hard work, but it wouldn't be so good if we were lazy about it" Johnny says, caressing Bob's 
belly up and down, totally content with lying here with the younger man, 


Bob however, is starting to well up with guilt again as he remembers that little interruption they'd had. 


"Well good thing we're both hopped up on amphetamines then, huh?" Bob is suddenly sitting up and away to the 
edge of the bed, where he runs a hand through his hair before standing up. 


He can feel Johnny's come drying on his legs and he wants a shower badly. 


He grabs the towel they'd tossed aside earlier and wraps it about his waist. He can already feel something 
trickling down his leg and he groans at the sensation, "Shouldn't you be heading back to June now?" He heads 


for the bathroom. 


"Everything alright, Bobby?" 


He hears Johnny call from the bedroom before he starts up the shower, feeling dirty in more ways than 
physical. 


"Just fine, Johnny." Bob mumbles, and he knows the country singer can't hear him but he could really care 


less. 


June's call had snapped Bob into reality and left him feeling like a piece of meat. He doesn't know why but it 
made him feel particularly mad with his good friend. If Johnny really, truly wanted to be with Bob like he had 
confessed after June's call, then he would try to be with Bob despite everything. Bob thinks that he'd only said 
it to calm Bob down so they could finish fucking; and it had worked. 


Bob felt like a fool, especially for allowing Johnny to get what he wanted out of him. 


He stepped underneath the showers spray, hoping Johnny would be gone by the time he got out. 


Big mistake on his part because as soon as he starts scrubbing at his body, Johnny is there, pulling the 


shower curtain back. Bob grumbles and turns his back to the older man. 


"I know you're upset, Bobby.” 


Bob scoffs, "You don't know shit, man. | could never be upset with anything concerning you" 


Johnny hopes that Bob realizes how often he contradicts himself, but he won't call him out on it. "Can | use 


your shower before | go?" 


Bob wants to turn around and punch the other in the face, "Can't you wait until I'm done?" 


Johnny's eyebrows raise in surprise but he doesn't argue with the other. If he isn't wanted then he isn't 


wanted. "Sure thing, Bobby." He shuts the curtain and leaves the bathroom without another word. 


Bob takes another 5 minutes in the shower before he shuts it off and grabs a fresh towel. He exits the 
bathroom to find Johnny finally undressed with a towel around his waist sitting at a reading chair in the 
corner of the room. Bob feels sort of bad about the way he'd treated the other but he knows he wasn't 
wrong for being upset. 


"All yours." Bob announces, looking away just as Johnny's head turns up to meet his eyes. 


"Thank you." Johnny says nothing more as he rises from the chair. 


Bob sighs heavily once he's alone, pulling on a pair of boxers and nothing else before tugging the sweaty and 
come soaked sheets from the bed and dropping them to the floor. He plans on placing a call to have the maid 
bring him up clean blankets, but not right now. In the meantime, he turns on the television and grabs one of 
the mostly clean pillows and lies back on the fitted sheet. He lights up some incense before sparking up a joint 


he had rolled earlier for himself. 


He's positively high by the time Johnny finishes up in the bathroom and the older man immediately notices the 


strong smell of pot and incense in the air. 


He shakes his head with a laugh as he goes to open the large hotel window to air out the room. He redresses 
in silence, eyes lingering on Bob as he does so. The younger is obviously done with him, not interested in 
engaging anymore conversation. Johnny would be damned if he let them separate with words left unsaid. He can 


only hope that it goes better and not worse. 


"You gonna tell me what | did wrong?" He sits back in the chair once he's completely dressed, crossing his 
fingers in his lap. He takes in Bob's position on the bed, lying on his stomach with his knees bent so his bare 
feet are in the air, shins crossed as he took a long drag from his Marlboro cigarette. his sharp, bright-sky 
eyes are fixed to the TV. 


Bob takes another on-edge drag from his cigarette, releasing the smoke from his nose, before licking over his 


dry lips. "I've got nothing to tell, no." He says bitterly without taking his eyes from the TV screen 


Johnny can feel himself getting a little irritated, though he knows he has no right to be. "You're upset with me, 
though." 


Bob joggles his foot anxiously at Johnny's ability to read him so well. He only shrugs his shoulder dismissively. 
"Why should | be upset? It was really good, | had fun 


Johnny growls in frustration. Who the hell is Bob trying to fool? Johnny stands from the chair to head in Bob's 
direction. He comes to stand in front of the others view of the television Bob huffs in annoyance and sits back 
to get away but Johnny snatches a boney arm and keeps Bob in place. 


"You wanted me to come. You had your manager call me up here. So, what is the fucking deal?" He lets Bob's 


arm go as the songwriter tugs viciously to get away from him. 


"Don't fucking touch mel" Bob shouts and moves away to the far end of the bed against the headboard. 


"What the hell did | dol? | only gave you what the fuck you wanted, Bobby!" He shouts from where he stands 
at the foot of the bed, "You know that | wish there could be more between us-" 


"Oh, shut the hell up. Get out of here, John" Bob waves him off and lights up a new cigarette, taking a swift 


hit and yelling when Johnny doesn't move to exit, "| don't want more from you, stop flattering yourself!" 


Johnny's body is thrumming with desperation to get his feelings through to the younger man. "Then what's 
with the mood, baby?" 


Bob's finger's twitch at the endearment and he scoffs in disgust, bringing his cigarette to his lips for another 
puff, "You've got some nerve calling me that." 


Johnny rolls his eyes and presses his hands flat on the mattress, eyes trained intently on the other. "Don't 
avoid the question, Bobby." He reaches forward and wraps his fingers around Bob's ankle, not surprised when 
the other shoves him off with a threatening growl. 


"My mood is that my ass fucking hurts and I'm restless. Now get the hell out of my hotel room. She's waiting 


for you." He hisses the last sentence with resentment and Johnny doesn't even have to wonder anymore. 


"I see." He nods and stands up straight. "So, you don't want to see me again, is that it?" 


Bob shrugs as he flicks his ash into the nightstand ashtray. "If | feel like getting fucked, sure." 


That stings, and Johnny suddenly doesn't even want to try reasoning with the other. This is what happens 
when you fuck your friend. "Well, this obviously ain't workin’ out for us, so you better go ahead and find 
someore else for that." He turns around, making his way for the door. He knows his words were just another 
attempt at hiding his true feelings from the young man. If Johnny ever gets word of any other man being 
intimate with Bob, he might have to strangle the bastard. 


"Suppose | do?" Bob calls and Johnny stops in his tracks, looking over at Bob with a flicker of fury in his eyes. 
Bob's lip quirks up, continuing. "That Waylon Jennings does look mighty tempting." 


Johnny growls internally as Bob admits to finding another man attractive. Johnny has met Waylon a few times 
in passing and he indeed is handsome. It makes him insanely jealous that the folk-country singer has caught 


Bob's attention 


Johnny snorts in disappointment and turns back to the door. "Mighty married too." 


"That never stopped you, though, did it Johnny-boy?" 


That twinge of possessiveness in the pit of John's stomach starts bubbling again and he chews at his lip in 
distress. "You were awful welcoming yourself." Is all he can say or else he'd be screaming his opposition of Bob 


finding someone new. 


Bob huffs stubbornly and averts his eyes back to the TV. "Why are you still here?" 


"Oh, l'm gone, sweetheart." 


Johnny doesn't bother to say any more as he leaves the hotel room, shutting the door tightly behind himself. 


Bob feels tears already welling in his eyes the second after the door closes and he hates himself for it. Hates 
Johnny more though. Why did the country singer have to say those things? Say that he wanted more with 
Bob? He should have just kept it to himself because now it's torturing the poet, uncertain if Johnny was being 


sincere. 


To Be Continued... 


Fingers Goin’ Up My Sleeve 


When Johnny and Bob finally meet again it's in the spring of the next year, l9bb, and Johnny is struck at just 


how much Bob's appearance has changed. He's almost like a completely different man. 


They meet by chance in passing in New York City, backstage at a venue that they both just so happened to be 
playing the same weekend. Johnny hardly recognizes his young friend at first. 


Bob is noticeably thinner; his expensive new suit is wearing him If he had been l20lbs last time, he's IIO or 
possibly even a frightening 105 now. His cheekbones protrude, and his pale skin makes him look almost sickly. 


His hair -that Johnny thought was big before- is two times as big now. He can already 


picture it brushing Bob's boney shoulders when wet after a shower. Also, the normally sharp, clear sky-blue 
eyes seem foggy and a bit unfocused. 


It worries Johnny deeply. 


What also catches Johnny off guard is how Bob calls his name and approaches so excitedly, like they hadn't 
parted with such finality just last year. Bob struggles to wrap a friendly arm around Johnny's shoulders as he 
can barely reach with their significant height difference. 


"Well if it isn't the Cash-man himself. Fancy meeting you here, did you miss me?" Bob greets playfully as he 


walks Johnny down the hall of dressing rooms. 


The country singer is highly aware of Bob's circle of people who follow behind them, talking amongst each 
other, and he knows he should keep the conversation light. Maybe Bob is too high, drunk, whatever—to 
remember that they're supposed to loathe each other, but Johnny sure isn't. His heart thumps loudly while 
remembering the harsh words exchanged when they'd parted last year. Bob had been so hurt, and Johnny just 
didn't have the right words to say to him at the time. 


"Sure | did, Bob." Johnny smiles warmly despite his anxiety, "Did you get to see any of my show?" He wonders, 
wrapping an arm around Bob's shoulders. Bob's own arm slips down to Johnny's waist as he begins to feel a 
strain from having it around Johnny's too-high-up shoulders. 


"No, | uh.didn't see any of the show" Bob says, remorseful, sounding almost intoxicated. 


Yeah, he's definitely high, or been drinking that cheap wine again. "I'm sorry, Johnny. | just got here like..30 
minutes ago. I'm actually late." He rambles, "Didn't even know we were both playing here, to be honest. But 


you're more than welcome to stay for my show, ‘less you got somewhere to be" 


"Not really. | planned on staying for your show actually. I've never seen you play with the band before." Johnny 
can feel an unease with how easily they're slipping right back into the same routine as always when they're 


reunited. Forgetting their duties in favor of finding time to be alone together. 


Maybe Johnny can just watch the show, chat with Bob a little while after, and then leave before anything can 
happen between them. Good enough plan, but knowing how they get when they're together, itll be easier said 
than done. They'll end up in bed without giving thought to anything else, and Johnny will redress wondering how 
the hell it'd happened again 


Bob grins brightly at Johnny's words, "Oh its going to be something, Johnny, really something. Just don't boo 
us." He pats Johnny's side before detaching from the taller man as he has to get to his dressing room soon, 


"So, do you want us to get a spot for you in the crowd or would you rather watch from the stage?" 


Johnny smiles at Bob's consideration, though clearly the poet is too hopped up on drugs to care about where 
they really stand together since their last encounter. Johnny isn't falling for it quite yet; the younger man has 


always been a good actor. 


"l'Il be fine watching from backstage, Bob." He gives Bob's shoulder a friendly enough squeeze. 


"Okay, cool. Well," He turns to face Johnny properly, though Johnny senses it had just been a reason for him to 
move from Johnny's touch, "I need to go get ready for the show now, but there's going to be a little get 


together afterword, in celebration of the ending of our American tour." Bob searches Johnny's eyes 


expectantly and Johnny reluctantly meets the tired blue eyes, unsure about the invitation as he hums in 


thought. 


Well, there goes his plan to flee directly after the show. Why is it so hard to say no to this guy? 


"Okay, where you gonna be having this thing?" 


Bob is practically beaming with excitement. "My hotel room, its more exclusive that way, ya dig?" 


"Which hotel?" 


"The Chelsea" 


"Alright, Bob. So, should | just head on over there after the show?" 


‘Sure, whatever you want to do, man" Bob says, then is being told by his road manager that he needs to 
prepare to take the stage in IO minutes. "Alright, Fred,” Bob grumbles, seeming a little miffed at the 
interruption to his conversation, but he looks back to Johnny with a satisfied grin, "Come on along, John" Bob 
motions a thumb to his dressing room with a soft smile and Johnny tries to hold back a smirk at the 


seemingly innocent invitation. 


"Well | can't just disappear, Bob, | gotta let people know where l'm going to." He says politely as he looks around, 
"In fact it seems they're all probably out in the car waiting on me." 


Bob clicks his tongue impatiently and grabs Johnny's wrist, "They'll find you, man, we'll leave the door open" He 


whispers. 


Johnny isn't too worried about it in all honesty, so he lets Bob lead him to the dressing room that the country 
singer soon realizes is full of what must be Bob's band. Some are strumming on unplugged instruments 


together, while others are passing around a joint. 


"Holy shit" Rick Danko, Bob's bass player exclaims at the famous country singer's unexpected arrival. 
Immediately, the men all stop what they're doing to greet Johnny who takes their hands in warm shakes one 
by one. 


"We're all huge fans of your music, we wish we could have been here in time for the performance." Robbie 


Robertson says enthusiastically. 


‘Its fine boys, I'm just happy to see you take the stage with Bob." He says genuinely, glancing at Bob who's sat 


on the couch, watching them all silently while he smokes a cigarette. 


Their drummer, Mickey Jones, pulls out his pack and offers one to Johnny. "Thank you," He nods at Mickey 
appreciatively, letting the drummer light the cig for him before he turns his attention down to Bob, who's 
joggling his foot like he always does when he's antsy. 


Johnny meets his gaze, stunned to find those intense blue eyes scrutinizing him. A chill goes down the country 
singers back as he finally understands; Bob's feelings from last time have not changed at all. He's furious He 
isn’t too high to have forgotten, not at all. Bob's only been pretending, like in the hallway. He was only being 
friendly because there were others around, watching their interactions. Only this time Johnny notices that 


Neuwirth kid is nowhere to be found. And these new guys don't know about certain.. things 


Bob's light blue eyes are narrowed and unwavering as Johnny stares right back. They both take drags of their 
cigarettes at the same time but Johnny exhales first, "Does all that hair ever get in the way, Bobby?" He 
steps in a little bit closer toward where Bob's sat on the couch, noticing how the poet is watching his every 
move, foot jiggling even faster as Johnny nears him. 


"In the way of what, Johnny?" Bob scoots over a bit on the couch to make sure there's enough space between 
them if Johnny decides to sit down. Johnny ends up sitting on the arm of the couch across from Bob, ankles 


crossed, eyes never leaving the younger. 


"The new album is fantastic, Bob." He offers, "Did you guys play on that one?" He turns his attention back to 


the rest of the band who had innocently been observing the pair's quiet interaction 


"Rick and | did some work on it, but it was mostly a bunch of different guys who came in for certain songs." 
Robbie answers him. "Maybe the next album will be a little more organized." He teases Bob, but the singer 


hardly even notices. 


Bob suddenly stands from the couch and Johnny's attention is swiftly taken from the band as he watches with 
keen interest at the other walking toward a table in the corner of the room. There's a small pile of pills there 
and Johnny sees Bob pop 2 or 3 with no water or anything. 


He turns and meets Johnny's eyes almost immediately after, like he'd expected the country singer to be 
watching him. Bob licks his lips and leans against the table with his arms crossed, "How's June doing?" 


To anyone else it'd sound like a casual invitation into conversation. To Johnny's educated ears it's like a slash 


from a sharp knife, swung by anger and envy. 


Johnny's eyes turn away from Bob's piercing ones, unable to handle it. "June's good, taking it easy in Memphis 
right now." 


Bob only nods and returns to his cigarette as his band members continue happily conversing with Johnny until 
it's time for them to head out for the stage. 


They all file out of the room and Johnny wishes them a good show. He's the last one out, with Bob right in 
front of him. Just before they pass through the door frame, Johnny snatches Bob's wrist and spins the other 


round to face him. 


Bob doesn't have time to utter a single syllable before Johnny's ducking his head to press a very swift and 
hidden kiss to his slightly parted lips. 


Bob says nothing, does nothing in response to it, only turns on the heel of his boot and follows behind his band. 
Johnny watches him as he goes, trying to find any sign that Bob is bashful, or maybe even upset with the 
kiss, but Johnny finds no indication. The younger man is clearly trying to disguise the fact that anything had 
happened. 


Johnny watches the show from the side of the stage with a few of the sound crew and some other folks that 


he doesn't know. 


His own crew finds him IO minutes into the show, saying they'd been looking all over for him. Johnny can only 


motion to Bob with his band on stage and remark, "You guys never told me he was playin’ here tonight" 


Once finding out that Johnny plans on staying for a while, his crew tell him that they'll be at the hotel before 


leaving him be. 


Bob sounds high as fuck during the show. Drawing out his notes longer than they are on the record. He's so 
out of his mind on drugs, and Johnny can only stand to watch it for half of the show before he's turning to 


head backstage to wait in the dressing room. 


Sure, the band had been great, the boys are extremely talented in what they do. Johnny's just disappointed by 
Bob's physical and even mental state. It bothers Johnny to see someone that he cares deeply for disregarding 


their health so blatantly. Not that he's really one to talk, with his track record. 


He finds the dressing room they'd all been in earlier, relieved to find it empty. He lights a cigarette and thinks 
mostly about Bob, and all the possible ways the night could turn out. 


Johnny even contemplates the idea of fleeing before Bob and his band finish. There's a nagging sensation in his 
gut about everything, the main cause being Bob's drastic physical and mental state. 


Johnny doesn't know why but he feels somehow responsible. He knows it's ridiculous, and that Bob likely only 
turned to speed (and possibly other drugs) because of his hectic schedules as of late. Still, Johnny can't help 
feeling guilty. Things definitely could have gone smoother in their last visit. 


Somehow, even after scaring himself half to death over his worries, Johnny manages to stay in his seat and 
wait for Bob. Its another 30 minutes until he hears the muffled roar of the crowd, likely signaling the end of 
the show. He stands then, leaving the dressing room just in time to see Bob and a group of others, including 


the band, being herded down the hallway in his direction. 


Johnny's eyes are for Bob and Bob only as he watches the singer slip his sunglasses on Through the flurry of 
bodies, a hand emerges and snatches Johnny by the sleeve of his suit. 


"Come on, Johnny, we're heading to the hotel now." It's Bob who'd grabbed him, and Johnny, though quite 


caught off guard, manages to keep up with everyone, not exactly new to this himself. 


There are two cars, a giant crowd of paparazzi and fans waiting for them when they exit. Bob exhales in relief 
when they're inside the safe darkness of the car. Johnny is captivated by the crowd around them, who are 


still trying to snap photos of Bob from outside the vehicle. 


As they drive off, Bob turns his attention to Johnny in the darkness of the car, "Didn't like the show then, did 
you?" He'd noticed Johnny's disappearance during the show and itd left him feeling a bit insulted, as he'd really 


wanted the older man to watch. 


"The show was fantastic, Bob," Johnny tries to see Bob's face in the dark, to meet his eyes. But only the 
occasional passing street light gives him a glimpse of the pissy expression of the other. "My people were 
looking for me is all" He sees Bob look away with a bite of his bottom lip, and Johnny knows the other finds his 
explanation dishonest. "I told ‘em I'd be with you all night, so they left for the hotel.” 


“All night, huh?" Bob's eyes are still averted and it's making Johmy a little uneasy. 


Bob isn’t stupid, he knows Johnny didn't enjoy the show. But at least he didn't boo. 


Johnny wishes there were some way he could explain his thoughts genuinely without insulting his friend. 
Knowing Bob, that'd be a tricky task and not exactly worth the resulting arguments. 


No one speaks for the rest of the drive to the Chelsea Hotel, but Bob still tugs on Johnny's sleeve to follow 
behind him as they exit the car. 


As they enter the hotel room, Johnny is surprised to find it already packed with dozens of young people, 
drinking and dancing to the radio. It's the type of scene he isn't used to being a part of. But Bob and his band 
already seem right at home, approaching people they know and heading straight for the drinks. 


"What can | get you to drink?" Bob asks Johnny who stands over him awkwardly, feeling wildly out of place 


amongst the much younger and exciting guests. 


The older man has no idea what to do with himself other than stick with the one person here that he knows. 


“Surprise me, Bob." Johnny can feel other people's eyes on him, probably wanting to come talk to him or simply 


stunned to see him there. 


All Johnny wants to do is get Bob alone. 


Just to talk. Really. Honest. All he wants to do is..talk. 


Johnny watches Bob pour him a shot of whiskey and thinks that it's probably a bad idea, but he takes it 
anyway as it's held out to him. Bob himself settles with a simple glass of wine. 


It doesn't take long for Bob to be stolen away from Johnny by some of his friends and band mates. Johnny 
hangs close, taking his shot and setting the empty glass aside. 


"Jimi Hendrix is somewhere in here, | met him earlier." Robbie Robertson says to everyone, and Bob raises an 


eyebrow over his glass of wine. 


"Jimi-What-Now?" Bob asks cluelessly. 


"The guitar player that's coming up in the industry. Black guy. He's damn good, says he's a fan of yours too." 


"Is that right?" Bob looks around the room a second, before gulping down more of his wine that Johnny notices 


he's almost already finished with. 


Robbie refills Bob's glass then does the same with his own, "Go grab him, Rick" Robbie says to the bass 
player. 


Rick Danko does just that, disappearing through the crowd with a glass of whiskey on ice in his hand. 


When he returns he's got another gentleman with him and Bob is instantly struck by the dark man's bright 
style of clothing and the way he wears his hair. Big and confident afro not unlike Bob's own. His brown eyes are 


wide and round, holding a kind of innocence Bob hasn't seen in some time. 


The man's attention is quickly fixed on Bob, baby eyes alight with awe, "No way." He laughs like he just can't 


believe it. 


"Jimi this is Bob. Bob, Jimi." Rick motions between them and Bob wastes no time in holding out his hand. 


"Hey man, how are you?" Bob greets and Jimi just chuckles disbelievingly. 


"Hey, uh, wow. It's so great to meet you finally." Jimi cups Bob's hand with both of his and shakes fervently, 
"Wonderful show tonight man, the band is great." 


Bob smiles brightly at the compliment as his hand is let go, "Thanks man, | really appreciate that" 


"Of course, man." It's then that Jimi's eyes find Johnny Cash and he blinks several times in confusion, "Johnny 


Cash?" 


Johnny gives an acknowledging smile, though it doesn't meet his eyes and he holds his hand out to shake the 
guitar player's. 


"Wow, | certainly chose the right week to come to New York. Its my lucky day." Jimi says in wonder and 
everyone laughs aside from Johnny, who finds the man's reaction to meeting Bob a little odd. 


Bob doesn't seem to mind much at all. Jimi had enjoyed the show, and that's something he has over Johnny 
already. In Bob's eyes. 


Johnny's fists clench at this realization The little fucker is likely only sucking up to Bob to win his approval. 


Johnny's eyebrows raise as he observes Bob step toward Jimi and offer him a drink. Like the man can't get his 


own drink? He needs assistance?? 


Johnny really can't help it, he's positively irritated by it all in a matter of seconds. Resenttul. These are the 


exact reasons they should be alone right now. Too many distractions. 


The guitar player nods and lets Bob lead him to the drink table. Johnny is left standing there struggling with 
feelings of jealousy that he hasn't felt in quite some time. 


Bob pours Jimi some wine from the same bottle he'd opened earlier and afterward they seem to settle into a 
casual conversation right there by the table. Johnny gulps, trying to hold back the anger that's threatening to 
show itself. 


He observes Bob carefully, noticing how interested in Jimi he already seems, as the guitar player chats with 
him enthusiastically. Bob's body language also speaks volumes. He's facing Jimi fully, eyes never leaving the 
other man's face as he listens to him. 


Johnny shakes his head and looks away with loathing, unable to watch them any longer. 


"Well they sure hit it off quick” Rick says to Mickey and Robbie with an amused but pleased laugh. 


Johnny hums a vaguely irritated sound, glancing back at the pair for a quick second. "What's he gonna do, hire 
him for the band?" Johnny asks as a joke, but the others seem to find it hilarious, especially Rick. 


"Jimi is an entirely different style of music, have you ever heard him?" Rick asks Johnny. 


"Well no, but if he's really any good then he should be able to play any style, right?" Now Johnny's clearly 
coming off as bitter and he wishes he could cool it, because Jimi had done nothing wrong. Johnny just doesn't 
like the way Bob's looking at him..lt's the same way he looks at Johnny when they're alone. Never in front of 
others. Yet here Bob is.. 


"He's played for several bands before, so I'm sure he's fairly well-rounded," Suddenly the bass player is waving 


his arm in the air, calling out to Jimi, and Johnny can already feel his stomach sinking. 


"Hey Jimi, grab an acoustic, Johnny Cash wants to hear you play!" 


Bob's very distinctive laugh can be heard, and Johnny's stomach turns even more with dread, 


"Well | don't want to pressure him or anything-" Johnny tries. 


"Jimi doesn't play acoustic, Rick." Bob calls back playfully, giggling some more, and to Johnny he sounds damn 
drunk already. Drunk with the praise that little fucker was giving him. 


"Well that's all we got!" Rick takes the acoustic that Robbie hands over to him. 


Eventually the guys manage to convince Jimi to sit down on the couch, shoving the guitar into his hands. While 
everyone else gathers around him on the floor or pulls up chairs, Johnny quietly steps behind Bob and takes 
his hand, tugging him away before he can join the others to watch. 


He takes Bob around the corner where no one can see them and presses Bob's back against the wall. Bob hadn't 
struggled, not wanting to make a scene, but once they're hidden he demands to know what the hell is the deal. 


"Johnny, what the fuck are you doing?" He whispers tightly, looking a little more than pissed that he'd been 
dragged away just as Jimi had started playing. 


"When can we be alone?" Johnny can't help that it comes out almost as a demand, fingers digging into Bob's 
biceps. 


Bob's dazed blue eyes narrow and he blinks at Johnny in confusion. "You're asking me this right now?" he 


questions incredulously, pointing his thumb in the direction of the party. 


Johnny knows it was a bit much to just grab Bob and take him away from what's basically his party, but 
everyone else is preoccupied so it seemed like the best time. "I just want to know how long all these people are 


expected to be here. We usually set aside time to be alone." 


Johnny snatches the cigarette from Bob's pale fingers to take a much needed long drag. 


Bob glares at him as he's handed back his cigarette, "You kissed me earlier." He just now remembers it, since it 


had happened at a time when his mind was frantic, nerves haywire, about to take the stage. 


Now that he thought about it, it had been a very odd thing for Johnny to do. Too casual, too intimate of a 


gesture despite its swiftness, and anyone could have seen it happen. Idiot. 


Johnny smiles slyly, lifting a hand up to press his thumb against Bob's bottom lip, wishing he could kiss it now. 


"It's because | missed you." 


Bob's thoughts are conflicted. He told himself he was going to put the things they did behind him, move on, 
stop messing with someone who belonged to another. He didn't like knowing that he was that person. The fucking 


mistress, mistress #2. nonetheless! 


"We can't do this anymore, Johnny." Bob whispers sadly, pushing Johnny's hand away from his face with a 


shake of his head. "| can't live with myself if we continue..." 


Johnny can feel his heart crumbling, dark eyes finding the hardwood flooring of the hotel room. "I understand, 


Bob." 


Bob wills back the tears, nodding at the finality the moment creates, "I still want to be friends, Johnny." 


Johnny wants to curse at that. "What if | was completely single?" He tries. 


Bob's sharp blue eyes narrow and he paranoidly checks around them to make sure no one else is there. 


"What?" He practically hisses at the older man. 


"IF | broke it off with them both. Would you take me then?" Johnny clarifies, reaching to grab Bob's free hand. 


Bob jolts a bit at the contact, but his mind is still rolling over Johnny's words. "Johnny, what's gotten into you? 
You're not thinking rationally." Johnny can't possibly be saying what Bob thinks he is.. 


‘lm thinking very rationally, Bob. / want you, | want you to be mine and only mine. Always." He says earnestly, 
squeezing Bob's hand to emphasize his words. 


Bob regards Johnny with doubt, doubt born from their rocky past together. With Johnny clearly stating that 
he could never be with Bob romantically. So what exactly is this bullshit all the sudden? 


"No. No you don't, Johnny. Where is this all coming from?" He demands in confusion, caught off guard by the 
turn of events. 


Johnny can feel himself getting worked up and he growls deeply in his throat, wondering how he could possibly 
get Bob to take him seriously. Though he supposes he deserved this mistrust. 


Bob speaks again though, before Johnny can respond. 


"You're just saying all of this so I'll let you in my bed tonight. I've caught on to this act, Johnny. You'll screw 
me and then go right back to your woman. Women" He shakes his head at the other man's nerve, refusing to 


let him get what he wants this time around. 


Johnny can't even believe what he's hearing, it's so wrong, so far from the truth. "Bob no-You have no idea." 


Bob gives a laugh devoid of any humor and tugs his hand from Johnny's. "You've got some nerve. Treating me 


like a damn fool-" 


Johnny takes Bob's cheeks in his palms, looking desperately into his eyes, "Bob it's the truth" 


The younger singer is getting heated now, shoving Johnny's hands away with a sharp curse. 


"You really take me for some kinda idiot, don't you?" Bob licks his lips as he finds Johnny's eyes, holding them 


in a firm lock, "It'd be different if you were honest and told me all you wanted was a fuck-" 


"Bob, please listen to me-" 


"No. You listen to me” He has to resist shouting so they don't draw attention "We're not doing this here. Hell, 


we're not doing this at all. I'm done. Finished." 


And when Bob attempts to step aside, Johnny simply can't let him go. He grabs Bob's biceps and ducks down to 


capture the younger man's lips in his own. 


He presses Bob's back to the wall, deepening the kiss. Relief washes over him when he feels Bob begin to kiss 
back hesitantly. Johnny sucks Bob's bottom lip gently, hearing Bob moan ever so quietly. 


"Where the hell did they go?" 


An approaching voice suddenly cuts through the air. Johnny immediately straightens up and steps back from 
Bob who's cursing and shoving Johnny even further from him. 


Its Rick and Mickey, and they're both standing there with stunned stupid expressions on their features. 
Obviously, Bob and Johnny hadn't broken apart in time, caught in the act. 


Bob doesn't address anyone, he's far too embarrassed and in shock that they'd just been caught. He simply 
turns to head back to the main room where Jimi is still playing the guitar for everyone, leaving Johnny there 


to continue being gawked at by the other two. 


Johnny licks his lips nervously and his head spins when he tastes Bob on them. He runs a hand through his 
hair, trying to clear his mind. Finally, he looks toward the younger two who'd walked in on them. 


"Would you boys be able to keep that between you two?" He puts his hands on his hips and looks between 
them intently. 


Mickey is the one to speak, while Rick just steps forward with an offered cigarette that Johnny takes 
gratefully. 


"Sure man, sure." Mickey nods vigorously, "We won't say a thing." He promises, and for the most part he 


sounds sincere, but Johnny is still worried. 


He takes in a deep drag of his cigarette, nodding to himself, "Thank you." then he's stepping around them to 
head back into the living room. 


Rick and Mickey look at each other once Johnny's left and Rick's mouth hangs open, still in complete shock. 
"Were they..?" 


Mickey's eyes are wide, perplexed as he shrugs his shoulders. "What else could it have been?" 


Rick sighs heavily. "Holy shit, man" 


Johnny doesn't see Bob amongst the group of folks watching Jimi play, so he ventures further into the large 
hotel room. He eventually finds Bob in the dark of the kitchen, leaning against the counter with a glass of wine 
between his fingers, the other hand holding a cigarette to his lips. 


Johnny enters the kitchen silently, letting Bob notice him on his own. The 25-year-old only glances his way 
before his eyes are back on the floor. "You should go, Johnny." 


Johnny leans against the counter directly across from Bob and puffs on his own cigarette as he observes the 
smaller man's body language. "Your friends said they would keep quiet about it, Bob." 


Bob shakes his head, not looking at the other. "I still think you should go. I'll call you when everyone leaves so 


we can talk." 


Johnny clenches his teeth, finishing off his cigarette before stepping forward to toss it in the trash that's 
beside Bob. 


He turns toward the other man but not too close, and Bob has got his head turned away purposefully. 


"Why do /have to leave? Why can't you send the others away?" He asks Bob in a near whisper and Bob 


grumbles almost inaudibly, taking a gulp from his wine glass. 


‘Is my bands fucking party, and theyre my main damn priority." He hisses before shaking his head in 
aggravation. "| can't believe you'd fucking kiss me with everyone here. What the fuck were you thinking?" He 


snaps at the older man who can't help smiling as he remembers Bob kissing him back enthusiastically. 


Johnny shrugs nonchalantly, and smirks down at Bob. "I was thinking | wanted to kiss you, so | did” 


Bob scoffs at that and pushes away from the counter, dumping the rest of his wine down the sink before 
setting the glass inside. He grips the edge of the sink and stares down into the stainless steel angrily. "I can't 


believe you." He mutters bitterly, "Just stay away from me until everyone leaves, okay?" 


He's about to exit the kitchen until Johnny speaks. 


"Are you going to have sex with that Jimi guy tonight?" 


Bob tenses, glaring at Johnny over his shoulder. "So what if | do?" 


Johnny presses his lips together in a tight line, looking into Bob's eyes as hurt begins to fill him. But why does 
it hurt so much? Bob isn't his. They never vowed to be only each other's. Hell, Johny certainly didn't, he 
chose to commit to someone else. Who the hell is he to control Bob's sex life? Yet he continues to plead with 


the young poet? 


"Please don't, Bob." 


Bob scoffs and turns back into the kitchen to face Johnny with narrowed eyes, "I'm not yours, Johnny. We're 
not together. You don't see me telling you not to fuck June. I'm not your priority, so why the hell should | 


make you mine?" He whispers sharply. 


Johnny doesn't know what to say. The younger man is right. Johnny has no right to tell him what to do, he 
just can't help himself getting possessive. He wants to be the only one who gets to touch Bob in those ways. 


The only one who gets to hear Bob's precious moans and sweet gasps of pleasure as he's taken from within 


But it's truly not all that he wants.. 


"Why can't we just enjoy what we have together, Bob?" Johnny asks desperately, and Bob has to look away, 


unable to handle the sadness in the others deep brown eyes. 


"What we have isn't enough-" Bob begins but quickly turns when he feels someone behind him in the doorway 
of the kitchen. 


Is Bob Neuwirth, making his first appearance of the night, and he raises an eyebrow over his sunglasses 


when Bob faces him. 


"Everything okay?" He says loud enough for just Bob to hear. 


Bob nods and brings a hand up to pat Neuwirth's shoulder reassuringly. "Fine man, just fine. We were only 
catching up." 


Johnny lets it go for the moment as they all three head back into the living room. Bob takes a seat next to 
Neuwirth on the carpet, leaving Johnny to find a spot for himself. He simply leans against the far wall after 
grabbing himself another shot of whiskey. 


Jimi plays for another ten minutes, and once he finishes everyone cheers and applauds. He thanks them before 


calling Bob's name and holding out the guitar. 


Johnny's attention sharpens as everyone encourages Bob to play a song. The 25-year-old takes the guitar with 


obvious reluctance and asks everyone which song they'd like to hear. 


"Baby Blue! Baby Blue!" Someone with an English accent shouts and Bob purses his lips in thought as he thinks 
about that one. 


He takes a seat on the couch, gives the guitar an experimental strum and frowns when he finds it out of tune. 


Jimi, who is sat on the carpet near Bob's legs, curses and reaches his fingers up to help Bob tune it. 


"Sorry man, | fucked it all up." The darker man apologizes as his skilled fingers fumble along the guitar. 


Johnny observes the two, their close proximity. How Bob is smiling down at Jimi fondly as his new friend 
hurries to fix the strings for him. 


"You know ‘It's All Over Now Baby Blue'?" Bob asks, surprised Jimi knows how to tune the guitar for the song. 


Jimi nods and smiles up at Bob as he finishes the last string. "I've lived that song before." 


Bob's eyebrows raise, impressed with the other and he leans down to Jimi's ear to whisper something. "When 
everyone else leaves, could you stay?" He pulls back to look at Jimi, only to find the baby-eyes wide and his 
jaw slack with disbelief. 


But Jimi quickly recovers, gulping nervously before nodding, "Y-yeah, of course." 


Johnny can feel the jealousy boiling low in his gut as he watches them, dying to know what Bob had whispered. 


Johnny can barely pay attention to Bob as he sings, he's not tuned in like everyone else. His only concern is Bob 
and what his intentions are with this new guy who'd just become Johnny's biggest competition 


His eyes follow Bob's soft lips as they form the words of his song, and his bright blue eyes as they look 
around at the people in the room. It takes maybe half of the song, but eventually Bob's eyes find Johnny's and 


the country singer's heartbeat jumps. 


"The lover who just walked out your door, has taken all his blankets from the floor..." 


Johnny gulps down the lump in his throat and that's when Bob breaks the eye-contact. Johnny doesn't know 
what to think of that..Did Bob look at him during that line on purpose? What was he trying to tell Johnny? 


Johnny groans low in his throat and moves to the drink table to pour himself a glass of about two shots. He 
takes it all, keeping an eye on Bob in the corner of his eye as he does so. 


The song ends and everyone claps for Bob, some tell him to play another one but he makes a face and shakes 
his head. He holds the guitar out to the crowd, "Someone else have anything?" 


A brunette female takes the guitar and Bob stands from the couch with a sigh of relief. He taps Jimi's 
shoulder and the guitar player follows him to the drink table. 


Johnny isn't far from them where he leans against the wall and tries to listen hard, so he can hear what 
they're saying. Bob is pouring both he and Jimi more wine, with Jimi leaned in too close to him for Johnny's 
liking. 


"That was fantastic, Bob. | could never dream of being able to write words like that." 


Bob grins widely as he hands Jimi one of the wine glasses, "I'm sure you do just fine, man. Do you write songs? 


Or just music?" 


‘I've written songs, yeah. I'm not sure if they're any good but | dig them." He shrugs modestly. 


Bob just nods, taking a drink of his wine and finally noticing Johnny against the wall. Jimi follows Bob's eyes and 


his face brightens with awe in an instant. Unlike Bob who just looks away and drinks more wine, uninterested. 


"Johnny, how are you doing, man? You look ready to call it a day." Jimi says lightheartedly, moving to lean 
against the wall next to the older man. 


Johnny is smoking a cigarette, and his brown eyes are heavy with intoxication as he gazes at Bob and Bob only. 
"| wouldn't mind finding a bed right now." He agrees suggestively and watches as Bob rolls his eyes with a hand 
on his hip, before he's suddenly snatching the cigarette from Johnny's fingers and taking a drag himself. 


"Maybe Bob will let you crash on his" Jimi nods his head to Bob who only scoffs at that. 


"I've got my own room," Johnny mumbles, taking the cigarette that Jimi offers him to replace the one Bob 


stole, "Got pot too if ya'll wanna come and join me." 


Bob's eyes light up at this and he finally looks at his toward ex-lover, "You don't have any on you?" 


Johnny can't help smirking, because Bob is so easily swayed, so easy to please. He really, really shouldn't have 


invited them. 


"I've got two rolled joints back in my room." 


Bob curses with excitement and they all agree to head to Johnny's hotel room. No one seems to notice them 


leave, and Johnny leads them down the hallway to his much emptier, quieter room. 


They close the door to the bedroom and Bob flops down across Johnny's bed. He pulls out the few incense 


sticks he'd grabbed from his own room as Jimi joins him on the bed. 


"Open the window, John" Bob says as he lights one of them, propping it against the ashtray on the nightstand. 


Johnny hands Bob a joint before going over to open the window. Bob lights the joint but lets Jimi have the first 
hit, smiling at him brightly, "To new friends." He says. 


"Aw thanks, Bob. And thanks to you, Johnny." Jimi nods his head to Johnny who tips his head in 


acknowledgment. 


Bob motions Johnny to move to the bed and Johnny narrows his eyes with uncertainty but comes anyway. He 
keeps his distance, sitting only close enough to be passed the joint. 


"Good taste." Jimi comments as he hands the joint to Johnny. 


Bob turns on the radio and they pass both joints around until they're gone. The three men are all lying across 
the bed comfortably, talking about music and the public's biased response to Bob going electric. 


"Music is evolving, y'know? Electric is what's exciting the kids now, and the musicians are excited about it too. 
The kids who don't like it just can't understand that it's going to be better than anything they've ever heard 
before, man" Jimi expresses, and Bob is agreeing with him enthusiastically, adding that he's been so much 


happier since he went electric. 


Even though he's high and damn close to drunk, Johnny is highly aware of how close Jimi and Bob's faces are. 
Their heads leaned back on the headboard, Bob's face is turned toward Jimi's with the utmost interest, sharp 
blue eyes looking all over Jimi's face like a boy admiring his first high school crush. 


He's smitten, and Johnny's jealousy is palpable. Bob's not even doing it just to make Johnny mad, he's genuinely 
interested in Jimi and Johnny can't help feeling hurt over it. 


What would Johnny do if they were to kiss right here in front of him? He feels himself getting heated simply 
from the thought. 


"Your real fans will stay by your side, and will enjoy anything you come out with, as long as your lyrics stay 
just as beautiful” Jimi tells Bob who is silent as he takes in Jimi's words, desperate to believe them. 


"Yeah man, that's what | hope too." He says softly, more to himself than the others. 


Johnny just lies there, eyes moving between the two young men without a word of input in the conversation 


"Do you have a girlfriend, Jimi?" Bob suddenly asks, capturing Johnny's attention while Jimi only scoffs. 


"Women have been nothing but trouble for me, thus far." He answers with a shake of his head. "Trying to tie 


me down when all | want is to be free to travel the world and make my music.” 


"Aint that the truth?" Bob grins widely, nodding toward Johnny who should know exactly what Jimi is talking 
about. 


Johnny finally speaks up. "Don't ever get married, boys." 


Bob lets out a quiet, deceiving laugh at that, "Just in case we fall in love with someone else?" He says 


pointedly, eyes burning into Johnny's face, daring the older man to meet them. 


Johnny kind of shrugs and shakes his head when a cigarette is offered to him. "Just an inconvenience that's 


all." 


Both Jimi and Bob snicker at this and Bob ends up with his head resting on Jimi's shoulder. "Tell me about it" 
Bob mutters wistfully. 


Jimi's eyebrows knit together at this and he looks down at Bob's pale face. "You're married?" 


Bob scoffs, "Fuck no, man" 


"So what was with the ‘tell me about it?" 


Bob has to laugh at this, and he turns his head to look at Johnny who doesn't hesitate to meet his eyes this 


time. Johnny readies himself for whatever shocking words Bob will speak this time. 


‘Im sleeping with someone who is.” Bob winks at Johnny with a stoned-up grin plastered to his face. 


"Shit" Jimi exclaims in wonder, before lighting up a fresh cigarette and taking a deep drag as he stares 
towards the ceiling, missing as the other two exchange telling looks. 


Johnny motions for Bob to cut it out, to stop saying so much. Bob rolls his eyes, knowing Jimi wouldn't be able 
to catch on with only that information. 


"You don't feel guilty?" Jimi speaks again 


At this, both Johnny and Bob turn their attention to the guitar player who's waiting patiently for an answer. 


He's got no idea’ Johnny thinks as he lights up his own cigarette, darting his eyes to Bob, equally as curious of 


what his answer will be. 


Bob purses his thin yet somehow plush lips as he thinks over the question carefully. "Guilty about what 
exactly?" He says quietly to the other, like its only he and Jimi in the room. 


Johnny had heard though, and he's watching the two intently. 


Jimi moves his hands aimlessly around in the air, struggling to find his own words. "You know..that 


you're..Ahem..with someone's wife?" 


Bob's grin widens, and his eyes switch to Johnny for a split second before he's leaning back toward his new 
friend, "Who said anything about a woman?" 


Bob." Johnny warns, but he's too worried about Bob saying anything to realize he could give it away himself, 


simply from expressing too much distain. 


This seems to be the exact result, as Jimi's narrowed eyes shoot to Johnny curiously, before he's looking back 


at Bob. 


"Wait." Jimi murmurs with realization, eyes moving between the two music stars, observing what their eyes 


are doing. They say enough. 


Bob can feel the corners of his lips pulling up though he tries to fight it, and Johnny's hands are balled into 
fists. 


He's ready to get up and leave the room. He's furious with Bob, until he realizes it wouldn't only be Jimi who 


knows about them. 


And after all, it's Johnny's foult they'd gotten caught making out earlier. 


His fingers loosen up and he exhales audibly. 


"You don't know when to shut up, do you Bob?" He shakes his head but can't help the smile creeping up on his 
lips as Bob beams at him almost proudly. 


"Groovy." Jimi says with a shrug when his suspicions have been confirmed. "| honestly never would have 


guessed." 


"Well we're not gay--" Johnny starts and is swiftly interrupted by his secret lover. 


"He just can't keep his hands off me, that's all." 


"God damn, Bob!" Johnny scolds in embarrassment which only amuses Bob even further. He has at this point, 
buried his face into the pillows as he shakes with laughter. 


Jimi is momentarily frozen with shock and almost thinks he should leave, feeling like a third wheel suddenly. 


Maybe these two want to..Be alone? 


"I'm sorry guys, should | go..?" 


Johnny and Jimi are both shocked when Bob grabs his arm and shouts, "No! You can stay, | like the company.” 
His voice lowers toward the end and he lets his hands slip from Jimi's bicep. "| should go get the guitar from 


my room and have you play more songs for us.” 


Jimi doesn't look keen about that idea as he makes a face and sits up straighter on the bed, "You're sure | 


shouldn't go? | feel like you guys might have some stuff to talk about...” 


Johnny wants to scream that yes, they do have ‘things’ to talk about and yes, you should go. But he keeps 
quiet because Jimi is Bob's guest after all, and Johnny doesn't mind the kid much anymore. Since he doesn't 
seem to be trying to get in Bob's pants. 


Maybe itd be better if Jimi stayed, so that nothing could happen between Bob and Johnny tonight. Itd be a 
good reason to keep their hands off each other. 


By this point, Johnny has moved over to the chair in the corner of the room, too anxious to be so close to 


Bob right now. How many people are going to know about their relationship by the end of the right?? 


Bob snorts and rolls his eyes. "Well, Johnny is going to jump my bones as soon as you go. But hell, stay and 
watch if you want." He's suddenly sliding off the bed and sauntering in Johnny's direction. 


So much for moving to the chair to get away from him. 


Johnny's throat goes dry and his eyes find Bob's, unable to get a word in before Bob is sat in his lap sideways. 
The younger man smiles down at Johnny and drapes an arm around his neck. "I'm sorry about earlier, | hope | 


didn't hurt your feelings." His eyes are on Johnny's lips, wanting badly to kiss him. 


Does Bob even know what he's doing right now? What happened to all that anger from before? 


Despite his doubts, Johnny hesitantly brings his arm up to wrap around Bob's barely-there waist. 


This is exactly what happens every time they meet; Bob is high, Bob is tipsy, so Bob comes closer. And Johnny 


couldn't stop the younger man even if he wanted to. 


Johnny glances toward Jimi unsure about being watched. He finds the other stock-still on the bed, looking out 
of place and prepared to bolt. "Yeah, what's with the mood change, baby? | want you to be honest" He 
whispers carefully, and Bob just shrugs, beginning to jog his leg like he does when he's anxious. 


"Well, I'm not going to lie to you." Bob begins, looking toward Jimi and waiting for the guitar player to find his 


eyes so he can give him a smile that he hopes will ease the younger man's apparent discomfort. 


Jimi only looks confused but forces a smile despite it. 


"I do find him attractive and | thought." Bob continues as he looks to the ground with uncertainty. He bites his 
bottom lip and can feel Johnny's eyes burning a hole into the side of his face. "Oh, never mind, that's a terrible 


idea. What am | thinking." 


Johnny catches on quick though and he thinks about it a moment, "You want him to watch us? Or what? Join?" 


Johnny asks in a hushed voice and Bob can't hide the bashful smile and blush that rises to his cheeks. 


"He doesn't seem interested anyway." Bob replies with a sad smile and Johnny scoffs at that. 


"Definitely not in me, but in you? He did. Up until he found out about us." Johnny replies, reaching up to touch 
Bob's sandy brown curls fondly. 


"He did?" Bob looks toward Jimi with a bright smile he's unable to contain, 


"Why don't you ask him yourself?" Johnny says suggestively, as he slides a comfortable hand to Bob's bottom 


and gives it an encouraging squeeze. 


Bob gasps in shock at his lover's words and bold actions, "You really think | should?" 


Johnny shrugs, attempting to appear indifferent. Though he honestly doesn't like the idea of anyone else 
touching Bob, he'd feel bad if he'd stopped Bob from having new experiences. After all, Bob isn't his. 


"Go for it" Johnny pats Bob's bottom before he's carefully removing the smaller man from his lap. Bob looks 
down at Johnny with questioning eyes, unsure what exactly he should do. 


Johnny gives him a reassuring smile and nods his head in Jimi's direction, "Don't keep him waiting.’ 


Bob bites his bottom lip as he looks toward Jimi who's still sat against the headboard of the king-sized bed. 


"Hey, Jimi." Bob says but doesn't move from where he's standing in front of Johmy. He finds Jimi's large 
brown eyes and holds the eye contact with determination. 


"Um..Yes, Bob?" Jimi's voice is low, timid, and Johnny knows exactly how the newcomer feels. He'd experienced 
similar reactions the night he'd first met Bob too. The man may be scrawny, while standing at only 5°, but his 


personality, presence and voice are usually the loudest in the room. 


"You wanna make out?" 


Jimi chokes on air and Bob looks toward the eldest in the room with a smug grin. 


"The greatest songwriter of our time has such a way with words, doesn't he?" Johnny smirks back at the poet 
who tosses his head back in laughter as he approaches Jimi on the bed. 


The newcomer hasn't bolted yet, even after everything that's been said, so obviously something is convincing 


him to stay here in the room with them. Maybe he really is interested in Bob like Johnny had said. 


Bob sits on the beds edge and places a hand over one of Jimi's, looking him in the eyes with a softer approach. 


"I think you're a pretty cool cat, and before you get any ideas-no | don't do this every day." 


"Yet" Johnny says from across the room. 


Bob breaks out into a grin at that but tries to remain focused on the task at hand. Jimi looks nervous still, and 


Bob wants to fix that. 


"Johnny was my first and only, thus far, but" 


Like you said earlier; it's your lucky day." Johnny calls to Jimi who only gulps while his eyes are trained on a 


thoroughly captivating Bob. 


Bob is about to shout at Johnny to shut up already, but Jimi surprises them both when he cuts in with, "How 
about..You guys do it..?" He suggests quietly, which results in both men snapping their eyes toward him in 


disbelief. 


"Us?" Bob's eyebrows pull in and he licks over his lips in thought, "You want to see us..first and then..?" 


Jimi shrugs at this, "If you guys are comfortable with..that.” 


Johnny's throat has gone dry, and he really does love this Jimi kid already. So nice of him to let Johnny do the 
honors. Then again, the kid could be too nervous and only needed an out. Either way, Johnny can't wait to get 
his hands on Bob finally. His fingers are already twitching, itching to caress Bob's skin. It's been far too long, 


nearly a year! 


But Bob, he's sitting there on the bed pouting like he does, wishing he could make out with Jimi still. Johnny 
almost grumbles at this, but he understands. Bob is just excited, he's never been with a man other than 


Johnny before and he's eager to explore. 


"I think it's you he wants, kid. Let him at least get a taste first." Johnny motions with both hands for them to 
meet in the middle already. 


Jimi's round eyes grow impossibly wider as he focuses his attention on Bob, who seems lost at what to do 


now. "You really. You want me?" 


They lock eyes and Bob smiles sheepishly at the other. "You finally caught on? Asking you to make out wasn't 
enough?" They both laugh awkwardly at that, as Bob lifts a hand to Jimi's cheek, scooting closer, "I'd like to 
have a little fun with you both, if that's groovy with you?" 


Jimi nods vigorously while slowly resting a hand on Bob's waist, getting a feel of his slight form. 


"How old are you, Jimi?" Bob whispers, eyes on the other man's lips. 


"23, I'll be 24 in November." Jimi also finds himself tempted to kiss the petite man in his arms. "You?" 


"42" Bob says with a straight face and Jimi's eyes narrow, taken aback. 


Johnny snorts from the chair across the room, while Bob can't hold back his laughter any longer than that. 
"Johnny boy over there is a grown man, so we're in good hands." He says teasingly, making Jimi forget about 


his nerves long enough to actually laugh. 


"He's 25, going on 42." Johnny answers for Bob, who's practically sitting in Jimi's lap by now. 


‘This is so surreal; Jimi thinks. He's got his hands on Bob Dylan, they're going to make out. Jimi takes a deep 
breath as he eyes Bob's mouth, "God, | really did get lucky, holy shit” He whispers, cheeks growing hot when 


the two others chuckle at his words. 


Bob takes Jimi's chin in his fingers and leans over him, "Enough chatter." 


Jimi gulps nervously and stays completely still as Bob leans in closer and closer, throwing a slim thigh over his 
lap. When their lips finally meet Jimi's body melts, and he sighs into the kiss, fingertips digging into Bob's waist. 
The blue-eyed man's lips are so plush against his, and all Jimi tastes is pot and cigarettes with a bitter hint of 


red wine. 


Bob turns his head to deepen the kiss, flicking his tongue out against Jimi's lips in a silent request. He moans 
deeply, arching his back when Jimi's mouth opens against his. Bob's fists curl around the blankets beside Jimi's 
head as the guitarist sneaks hands up inside the back of his polka-dot button-up. 


Johnny mutters a quiet curse from where he's still sat in the chair across the room. That elegant curve in 
Bob's back that he'd been the cause of several times before. His jealousy gradually turns into arousal as he 


watches Bob come undone under Jimi's multi-talented fingers. 


Jimi goes from timid to enthusiastic in a matter of seconds. He presses opened-mouthed kisses across Bob's 
neck and collarbone, while unbuttoning Bob's shirt. Johnny can hear Bob's soft, fleeting sounds from across the 
room and he can't deny that it's turning him on. 


Jimi pushes Bob's shirt away from pale skin and drops it to the floor, wasting no time in leaning up to take a 
tiny nipple between his lips. Bob seems surprised at this, hissing and grabbing the back of Jimi's head 


encouragingly. 


"Holy." Johnny is just as taken aback. It never went this quickly for he and Bob. They'd spend their whole 
night's chatting and talking about old times before they finally indulged in each other. Jimi on the other hand is 
going right for it, and Bob seems very appreciative of this. 


Jimi wraps an arm around Bob's waist, holds tight, and effectively flips them over so he's above Bob. "Fuck" 
Bob giggles excitedly at this, but doesn't have time to say anything else as Jimi is diving down to capture his 


lips once again. 


Jimi's fingers start unbuckling Bob's pants and that's when Johnny can't help cutting in. "Woah, woah." He 
stands up from the chair and walks toward the bed. 


Bob's got and arm thrown over his eyes, panting heavily, impatiently. Jimi sits up to look toward Johnny 
skeptically, almost like he'd forgotten the older man was there. 


"How far are y'all gonna go?" Johnny reaches forward, stroking one of Bob's exposed ankles. "I said ‘a taste’ 


Bob drops his arm from his face and glares up at Johnny hard, "You really had to interrupt? You couldn't just 
sit back and enjoy the show?" 


Jimi sits back between Bob's spread legs and bites his lip, looking from the two of them uneasily. 


Johnny pouts and continues stroking Bob's ankle. "I've been waiting all night." 


Bob grumbles and reaches for Johnny's hand, urging him onto the bed. "You're always so impatient. Can't let 
anyone else have a turn" It's spoken with little to no bite and only causes Johnny to smile down at the other. 


"Not used to sharing." He swoops down to steal a kiss from Bob who hums an agreement against his lips. 


Jimi watches them kiss, noticing how comfortable they are with each other, how natural it seems for them. 
I'm really curious how your relationship started" He doesn't mean to blurt it out like that but it's too late 


anyway. 


Johnny breaks their kiss and hums at Jimi's question before kissing Bob's cheek in adoration. "We were staying 
in the same hotel, Bob had seen my concert that night." He kisses Bob's cheek once more as the other lies 
there with his eyes closed peacefully, listening to Johnny speak to Jimi, "We'd sent letters to each other 
before that, and talked over the phone, but never met in person until that right" 


Jimi nods at that, reaching a hand forward to touch Bob's soft curls idly. "How'd the letters start?" 


Johnny smiles brightly at this as he remembers when he'd first wrote Bob. "| wrote him first, because I'd 


enjoy his second album so much. He wrote back saying he'd let me do one of the songs from it" 


"I'd love to record one of his songs too, must be great" Jimi replies interestedly, but Bob, who lies impatiently 
on his back, expresses his current predicament by shoving his hips in the air to show how hard he's grown 


beneath his pants. It quickly steals the two other men's attention, Johnny even laughs. 


"As much as | love this conversation, I'd love it more if you two finished undressing me, I'm hard as fuck. 


Johnny could you dim the lights?" 


Johnny snickers at Bob, and stands to turn the lamp down to the dimmest setting. Jimi has already begun 
fumbling with Bob's button and zipper, before he's tugging them down and off of the slim man. 


Bob sighs in pleasure as the cool air hits his legs. Jimi sits back to admire Bob lying there in just his boxers, 
legs dangling open obscenely. Johnny however, finishes the job by grabbing Bob's hips and doing away with the 
last item of clothing. 


Bob's got his arms behind his head, bottom lip pulled between his teeth as he moves his crystal blues eyes 


from one man to the other. "Now's the part where Johnny tells me I've lost more weight" 


Jimi's eyebrows raise at this and Johnny just sighs as he strokes Bob's boney thigh lovingly. "Were you okay 
after the last time?" 


Bob nods and lifts his leg to wrap it about Johnny's waist and bring him closer. "More than okay." He whispers 
to the other lovingly. 


Jimi has been with other men, but as he looks over Bob's frame, it's just that he's never been with a man so 


tiny. "You have troubles eating, Bob?" 


Fuck. Johnny wishes he'd have warned Jimi not to say anything but it's already too late. 


Bob's eyes narrow at the youngest in the room. "Too skinny for you now am |?" 


Johnny shakes his head reassuringly as Jimi stumbles over his words, "No, no, of.of course not, Bob! | think 
you look beautiful, I've just never.." His eyes roam over Bob's slight frame again and he gulps. "You know who 


Twiggy is? The model?" 


Bob's teeth clench and Johnny knows his lover is about to blow, "I get the fucking point. IF you don't think I'm 
attractive then get the fuck out!" 


Jimi winces and for help looks to Johnny who's got his face in his hands. "l-I didn't mean anything by it.She's a 
very beautiful model, Bob-" 


"Yeah very fucking skinny tool If it's such a turn off then leave!" Bob isn't even on the bed anymore, he's 
reaching at the ground for his boxers and pulling them on in a hurry. "I'm sure there are some girls back 


there at the party with beautiful bodies, who you'd much rather sleep with, so gol” 


Johnny is stunned into silence as he watches Bob redress quicker than he's ever seen another person dress 


before. 


Jimi is actually standing to leave, but Johnny grabs his wrist and whispers to him that they need to cool Bob 


down 


"| feel terrible, | didn't know-" Jimi whispers back. 


"| made the same mistake before, he'll be okay, hold on" 


Johnny moves to stand in front of Bob who's shaking his head as he fumbles with his shirts buttons, avoiding 
the taller man's eyes. "No man, no. He thinks I'm ugly, thinks my body is ugly. | don't need this shit” 


"No one called you ugly, Bob. He just wasn't expecting you to be as thin as you are." He takes one of Bob's 
hands and uses the other to wrap around Bob's waist, pulling his body closer, "You're beautiful," He whispers 
earnestly, saying it once more when Bob only shakes his head. "He likes you, Bob. He really does, | can tell." 


Bob scoffs at that but has calmed down visibly as Johnny holds him close. "I know | need to gain weight, okay? 
| know it already." He says and Johnny nods in understanding. 


"You will, Bob. | want you to be healthy, and | know Jimi only wants the same." He looks from Bob to Jimi who's 


standing by the door now, too overwhelmed and ready to go. 


Bob hums and also looks over at Jimi, "He's got a big dick, | could feel it against me earlier." 


Johnny's chokes on his breath and Jimi can't believe what he's heard. 


"Uhh, yeah?" Johnny pretends to engage Bob while he shoots Jimi a hopeful look. 


Suddenly Bob is calling Jimits name and the youngest man lifts his head. "Yes, Bob?" 


"We can finish if you promise to shut the fuck up." 


Jimi gulps and contemplates the idea, but really, he feels awful about what he'd said and wants to leave. "No, | 
should get going, man. Thanks for having me though." 


Johnny is sad to hear this, a big improvement from his feelings toward Jimi an hour ago. But Bob only shrugs, 
lifting his arms to wrap them around Johnny's shoulders. "Your loss." He goes on his toes to kiss Johnny 


deeply. 


Jimi nods as he twists the doorknob. "It was nice meeting you guys." 


"No, no, no." Johnny tips his head away from Bob's eager lips so that he can speak. Bob and Jimi both look 
toward Johnny, but both express polar opposite emotions. "Bob you can't just dismiss him like that, you know 


he didn't mean any harm. I've said similar things without thinking and you forgave me just fine." 


Bob's flippant expression melts into a pout and he turns his face to the wall, "I don't know him like | do you." 


Jimi seems to give up again, forlorn, and continues turning the knob. 


"Jimi, come back here. Bob, don't be so hard on people. You guys got along so well and you're going to throw it 
all away becouse he stated the obvious?" Johnny motions to Bob's boney legs that he loves so much to have 
wrapped around him. 


"Oh fuck you, Johnny." Bob's arms are crossed at this point, blue eyes on the wall. 


Jimi drops his hand from the knob but doesn't move from the door. "I'm sorry, Bob. | really do think you're 
beautiful." 


Bob rolls his eyes while Johnny grins like a child who's watching his parents makeup after an argument. 


"He's really beautiful when he's on his back screaming your name." Johnny pokes Bob's stomach and receives a 
deadly glare from the poet while Jimi stifles his laughter. 


‘I'm gonna strangle you in a minute if you don't shut up." Bob points his finger at Johnny who only grabs the 
hand and kisses it softly. Bob groans and flops back onto Johnny's bed, arms crossed. 


"Jimi, come back" Johnny says again, "Bob does want you to stay, he's just too chicken to say it, isn't that 
right, Bob?" 


"He's got a big dick" Bob murmurs and Johnny curses in disbelief. 


Jimi hesitates by the door, wanting Bob to welcome him back on his own. That's the only way he'll believe it. 
"Bob?" 


Bob rests his head back against the pillows and sighs heavily as he stares at the ceiling. "You can stay-" 


"You want him to stay." Johnny corrects Bob almost instantly, resulting in more stubborn groaning from the 
poet. 


‘| want you to stay..and watch Johnny suck my dick" Bob has already begun to remove his pants again, not 
bothering to observe the other men's expressions at the blunt statement. He was tired of all the goddamned 
chatter long ago. If they don't get started soon he's just going to jerk himself off in the shower. Jimi can stay, 
or he can go, Bob could care less at this point. 


Jimi hasn't moved from his spot by the door as he and Johnny exchange looks that both read. Did / hear that 


correctly? i 


It ends any further hesitation from Johnny though. To hell with Jimi. 


Johnny's already back on the bed, helping Bob remove his boxers and spreading those slim legs to make himself 
at home between them. Grateful, Bob lies back and closes his eyes gently, as Johnny caresses all across his 
thighs, smoothing calloused fingers higher and higher as his lips follow close behind. 


"Fuck-" Bob hisses in anticipation as Johnny's fingers and mouth draw closer and closer to the end of his shirt, 


where his erection hides underneath. 


"Are you sure that's what you want, baby?" Johnny takes the shirt in his fingers to push it up Bob's stomach 
and out of the way. Its been so long, so he's in the mood to get Bob worked up, make him lose his mind, 


rather than dive right in and end this in a matter of minutes. 


Jimi meanwhile, is gulping down saliva every other second as his mouth waters, jealous as all hell of where 
Johnny's lips have kissed Bob's milky skin. He begins stepping forward toward the bed once again. To get closer, 


to get a closer look. 


"Yeah I'm fuckin’ sure," Bob's voice is strained with impatience as he lifts his hips into the air, only to have 
Johnny press him back down with a hearty chuckle. Bob curses at the 34-year-old country singer and latches 
his fingers into dark brown strands, "Don't you tease me. | know what you're up to." He scolds in a heated 


whisper, but it only makes Johnny laugh, unbothered by the lengthy fingernails digging roughly into his scalp. 


"Be patient, honey. | want to take my time with you tonight-" 


"Don't you fuckin’ dare take your time." He growls, "Jimi, get over here, show this old man how the young 
people do it" He lets Johnny's hair go, and turns his eyes toward Jimi who's standing right beside the bed now, 
gulping down his nerves as he taps his fingers against the bedding. 


Johnny relaxes on one elbow between Bob's legs, trailing his fingertips up and down Bob's slim thigh, "Last time 
| sucked you, you came in less than 5 minutes, Bobby." 


"You asshole--" Bob murmurs with embarrassment. 


‘Maybe that's a good thing though," Jimi pipes in as he gazes down at the others, eyes alight with interest. 


Johnny snorts at Jimi's words, amused, while Bob glares at the older man who's putting him through one of 


the worst cases of blue balls he's had yet. 


"No really. Just let him come, then he'll last longer after that.” Jimi brings up a knee onto the mattress, still 
hesitating to get on the large king-sized bed. He's wondering when his brain will hurry up and wake him up 


from this bizarre, too-good-to-be-true dream. 


"Yeah Johnny, don't you know anything about anything" Bob teases which earns him an eyeroll from the eldest 


of the three musicians. 


"You were my first man too, you know. Also, why don't you give me a blow job for once, hm?" He pinches Bob's 


thigh and Bob gasps at the sharp pain of it, snatching his thigh out of Johnny's reach. 


"Asshole. And anyway, | don't know how to do that." 


"Excuses, excuses. Jimi and I'll teach you. You've done it before haven't you, Jimi?" Johnny motions Jimi to 


come closer. "You want to do the honors or me?" 


Jimi shrugs and rubs at his arm nervously, still feeling out of place, "He's your lover, | think you should be his 


first" 


But Bob's already decided what it is he wants. "Jimi, pull your dick out. It might be foo fucking big" He demands, 


eyebrows furrowed in concentration, even sitting up onto his knees in front of where Jimi stands by the bed. 


"Oh--okay." Jimi fumbles with his belt buckle, shocked when Bob quickly gets impatient and takes over with the 
task himself. 


Bob gets the buckle undone, bottom lip between his teeth, and tugs the button out of the socket. He presses 
his hand up against the bulge curiously and his mouth falls open in, laughing in amazement, "Holy fuckin’ shit, 
Jimi." He shakes his head as he pulls the zipper down, slowly, teasingly. 


Johnny's still leaned on his elbow, watching them quietly, kind of curious himself. 


"If it is then.don't worry about it, man, okay? I've been told I'm too big before." The guitarist shrugs timidly 
and Bob looks up at him, mouth agape. 


"Really?" He gazes down at the bulge again, licking over his lips, eyes frantic with the mystery of it all. 


Jimi and Johnny both eye the swift flick of Bob's tongue with matching expressions of lust. 


"Yeah, man" Jimi scratches his cheek, meeting Bob's heavy-lidded blue eyes with a soft smile. The singer looks 
so innocent, and in a way; he is. He's new to this and seems almost excited to try it out, not intimidated at all 
by the idea of Jimi being too big. He's already expressed that he prefers it that way, which is strange seeing 
as he's only been with one man. Maybe the folk-rock singer has some strange kinks he's been keeping to 
himself.. 


You Know | Want Your Lovin’ 


Once Bob gets Jimi's fly all the way down, he wastes no more time in simply wondering just how big the 
younger man is. He reaches in, takes his shaft by the base and with shock, realizes he needs to tug Jimi's 
pants open just a little further. 


Well would you look at that, it's too goddamned big and needs more room just to be freed. 


Bob grumbles impatiently but Jimi just chuckles, feeling bad at watching Bob struggle. So he takes over and 
tugs his belt out of the loop, tossing it aside, pushing his pants down the rest of the way. 


He takes his erection out himself, holding it by the base awkwardly. "Yeah, I'm sorry, it's a little." He laughs 
nervously as Bob's eyes widen while he sits back on his shins to get a look at it from a distance and different 


angles. 
"It ain't a ttle anything." Johnny cuts in from where he's still lying on the bed. 


Jimi has to hold back his laughter, his forehead is damp with sweat from how anxious he is, but Johnny's 
sense of humor eases the tension. "I know, man, | know.." He scratches his cheek, "That's why | was telling Bob 


that" 


Leaning forward, Bob touches his tongue to the tip of Jimi's erection and the guitarist immediately forgets 
what he was going to say, "Fuck" He curses in a whisper as Bob swirls his tongue around experimentally. Jimi 
holds it by the base and lets Bob get more and more comfortable, eventually wrapping his lips around the head 
and pressing his tongue out. Jimi shudders at the sensation. "Yeah, that's it.” He encourages the blue-eyed-man 
who scoots forward on the bed and tries to take Jimi down an inch or so more. 


Johnny's stomach stirs in a mixture of both jealousy and arousal, obviously preferring he be the one receiving 


Bob's attentions. But trying to pretend the sight isn't arousing wouldn't do him any good anyway. He rubs the 


ache in his pants while he observes Bob taking Jimi into his hand tentatively, stroking with uncertainty as he 


continues getting accustomed to having it in his mouth. 


"Just don't make any sudden movements." Johnny advises Jimi who chuckles inwardly, while trying not to shake 


too much and throw Bob out of his concentration. 


Bob soon tires of their position and pulls away to motion Jimi onto the bed, "Lie down, or sit on the edge and I'l 
get down." He takes Jimi's hand and pulls him forward, letting Jimi settle in however he wants to. 


Jimi, not wanting to make Johnny move from his comfortable spot in the middle of the king-sized 


bed, decides to just take a seat on the edge. 


Bob licks over his lips and falls to his knees in front of the 23-year-old, spreading his thighs to scoot between 
them. "How am | doing?" He grabs the base and doesn't hesitate to wrap his lips back around the head, sliding 
his tongue along the heated, milk chocolate colored skin 


"Mmm, fine, Bob, just fine." Jimi's fingers dig into the beds comforter, much more comfortable now just sitting 


and watching Bob practice. "Just be careful with your teeth," He lifts a hand to feel Bob's feathery curls. 


Bob tries to get into a steady rhythm of hands and tongue like Johnny does with him. He carefully strokes 
along Jimi's thick shaft, while pleasuring the tip and veins with his tongue, satisfied when he hears Jimi moan 


quietly. "Like that, baby, fuck." 


Jimi tangles his fingers into Bob's hair and lets his own head tilt back, eyes closed to take in the sensations in 
full. "You're doing so well." 


Bob appreciates the praise, encouraged to go faster and a little bit rougher with his movements, like he noticed 
Johnny would do. Jimi's hips stutter and he gasps at Bob's tongue wiggling along his slit. "Good, so good" He 
caresses Bob's scalp with his fingertips, earning soft sounds from Bob whose lips are wet with spit and precum 
as he pulls back to suck in a deep breath, admiring Jimi's cock as he continued to fist it steadily. 


"Why'd you never try this with him before?" Jimi asks Bob who flicks his eyes toward Johnny, seeing the 
country singer lying patiently on his side, deep brown eyes bloodshot from the pot they'd smoked. 


"Well, he's gone down on me," Bob licks over his lips and turns his eyes up to Jimi's, "Twice, but we usually 
just." He laughs and scratches the side of his nose, "He fucked me the first night we met." Bob struggles to 
explain, quickly realizing how embarrassing it is to talk about his sex life, but hey, Jimi's cock has already been 
in his mouth so he couldn't possibly be that self-conscious. "I really enjoyed it so.it's what we've done mostly.” 
He looks to Johnny who shrugs at that answer. It feels like he wants to add something, but he only nods in 


agreement. 


Bob continues, "I'm sure | would have gotten around to uh, trying this with him." He eyes Jimi's erection again, 


"How many people have actually let you fuck ‘em with this.monster?" He wonders out loud. 


Jimi exhales heavily as he remembers the men and women he's been with over the years. "Only a handful of 
people have, but none of them were able to take it all He shrugs a shoulder, "I'm used to it by now, | don't 
want to hurt anyone." 


Bob's lips quirk up into a mischievous grin and Johnny clicks his tongue at the poet doubtfully, knowing exactly 
what that smile meant, "Aw hell, Bob. You know you won't be able to handle all of that." 


Jimi's eyes widen, stomach fluttering with realization as he looks from Bob's pouting face to the older man in 
the room, who shakes his head at the guitarist. Jimi gulps and finds Bob's stunning blue eyes again The poet 


smiles at him sweetly before addressing the older man, 


"Like you're any fucking smaller?" He calls over his shoulder, and Johnny just rolls his eyes and rests his chin 
in his palm. "Besides," Bob adds, "he's never been all the way inside someone before, and that's just 
unfortunate." 


"Is really no big deal-" 


"Like fuck it isn't” Bob interrupts adamantly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand as he sits back 
against the bed, eyes never leaving Jimi's cock, "We're going to fuck." He decides with confidence. "Johnny, do 
you have anything?" He holds out his hand toward his friend, who doesn't move, fixing Bob with a disapproving 


glare. 


Bob drops his hand and crosses his arms. "What? 


"l'm just worried about you, baby." Johnny admits, and the poet can only roll his eyes. 


"Baby" Bob mutters the word with disdain but doesn't dwell on it. "I'll be okay." He assures before adjusting on 
the bed so that he's lying closer to Johnny. 


He reaches out a hand, and Johnny eyes the stubby digits doubtfully for a moment, until he's sighing and 
taking the offered hand in his, squeezing it softly. 


"How about you get me nice and loose for him, hm? If you're so worried." Bob murmurs suggestively, wiggling 


his eyebrows at the country singer. 


Jimi is watching the pair carefully, understanding that Johnny was Bob's lover first and it's probably important 
for them to go over things together. 


Whether they even realize that themselves or not. 


It's just weird standing there with his cock out, that's all 


Johnny's eyes trail down Bob's naked form openly, lips pursed with contemplation "You want me to finger you?" 


That mischievous smirk is back, and Johnny doesn't mind it much now that it's directed at him. 
"Among other things." Bob implies, looking back to Jimi to make sure the other is okay. He finds the other with 
his erection in his hand, and Bob's pleased to see the younger man is still turned on. 


Guess it helps that Bob is completely naked. Maybe Jimi is attracted to his body after all.. 


Bob rewards the guitarist with a bright smile and Jimi returns it, albeit shyly. 


‘Ive got some stuff yeah." Johnny moves from the bed and toward his suitcase that sits on the small dining 


table. "We'll have to improvise a little bit though." 


Bob shrugs at that, sitting up on the bed and scooting back toward Jimi, throwing his legs over the edge of 
the bed so Jimi's standing between them. "We always have before." He calls to Johnny as he tips his head up 
toward the other, smiling softly. "Hey, there. Are you okay?" He brings his hand up to rest them on Jimi's 
thighs, leaning down and giving the tip of Jimi's erection a teasing lick. 


Jimi shivers pleasantly, "Definitely, Bob. You?" He lifts a hand to stroke Bob's hair affectionately. 


"lm excited" Bob answers before wrapping his lips around the head, hollowing his cheeks to take the thick 
length in deeper. 


Johnny's retrieved a few condoms and hand lotion from his bag. He turns back to the bed and clicks his tongue 


at the sight of Bob with Jimi's cock back in his mouth. 


"Jimi, | think you've created a monster." He nods his head toward Bob, but the younger men are too distracted 


to respond, Jimi's head tipped back, mouth parted as Bob had begun a steady rhythm. 


They're not however, too distracted to tune out the knocking that sounds from the living area of the hotel 


room. 


"For fucks sake!" Bob shouts, fingernails digging into Jimi's thighs impatiently. 


Why is it that he's always interrupted while having sex?! 


Johnny raises his finger to his lips and hisses at Bob to keep his mouth shut. Jimi is scared out of his wits, 
there's a feeling of regret low in his gut at knowing this hadn't been a good idea. He steps back from Bob and is 
already tugging his pants back up. Bob scoffs and leans back on his palms, shaking his head up at Jimi. 


Johnny tosses the items he'd retrieved onto the bed and then turns to the others. "You two stay in here until 
| find out who it is and what they want" His eyes trail over Bob's naked form briefly and he hums, "You might 
want to get dressed, Bobby. Just in case." 


Bob grumbles something about blue balls as Johnny exits the room, locking the bedroom door before he goes. 


He's got his hand on the doorknob, waiting to see if they're going to knock again or leave. When the knocking 


starts up again he whispers a curse and calls out, "Who is it?" 


Is a surprise" A woman's voice calls and instantly Johnny's stomach twists. 


June. 


"Hold on just a minute, baby." His voice is tense as he speaks, and he doesn't quite hear what she says next as 
he books it for the bedroom door, tapping on it incessantly. 


"You guys have to go, my fiance is here." He whispers urgently, trying for the knob but he'd locked it on his 


way out. 


Half a minute later, the door flies open and Bob appears with Jimi standing close behind him. Bob's finishing on 
the last few buttons of his shirt as he pushes past Johnny, "Your fiance" Bob mocks as he tucks his shirt 
back into his pants. "Were you going to tell me that you're newly engaged after you got to fuck me one last 
time?" He shakes his head in disbelief. 


Johnny's heart is racing and he's just glad Bob isn't yelling. He does however, grab Bob's arm to stop him from 
storming out. "Bob, | meant to tell you--" 


"After you nailed me." Bob hisses, fixing Johnny with a heated glare and snatching his arm away. "Lets go, Jimi." 
He grabs the younger mans hand and drags him through the living room and to the front door. 


He unlocks the door and throws it open, meeting June Carter's striking blue eyes instantly. He can't even move 
after that. He doesn't want to be rude and just storm past her. None of this is her fault. He's choking on air 


for a moment before he manages a gulp. 


She smiles brightly at him, her sharp southern accent cutting through the uneasy silence, "Bob! What a 
pleasant surprise!" She leans in for a hug and Bob steps forward rigidly to let her wrap her arms around him. 


He hugs back halfheartedly. 


Johnny's standing by silently, trying not to pass out. Jimi looks to be in a very similar situation, but all at once 


starstruck by the gorgeous woman 


June gives Bob a quick kiss on the cheek before stepping back from him, "Were you keeping John company for 


me, Bob?" She asks innocently, unaware what exactly her words mean to everyone else in the room. 


Bob wants to throw up, "Sort of," He gulps, stepping aside to let her into the room where she quickly greets 
Jimi with a warm shake of her hand. The guitarist has to remind himself to take deep breaths. 


Bob, meanwhile, is itching for a cigarette, "We're having a party down in my bands room, but Johnny was 


feeling a little anti-social so we came here instead." 


"John, what did | say about locking yourself up in your hotel room all day?" She steps up to her fiance and 
they share a soft kiss. 


Bob can see that Johnny is sweating and he almost feels sorry for the older man. Almost 


He deserves every second of this torture. 


| was at the party for an hour or so, thats enough for one day. It's just a bunch of teenie boppers anyway.’ 
He answers her with an uneasy laugh, and from behind June's back, Bob rolls his eyes at that. She hums at 


Johnny's answer. 


"An hour, huh?" She clicks her tongue, looking her man up and down, "What have you taken today?" 


Bob takes that as his cue to leave, and he grabs Jimi by the wrist, "Well we should get back to the party, ya'll 
stop by and have a drink if you want to--" He tries to duck out the doorway with Jimi but Johnny calls Bob's 


name and tells him to hold on. 


Bob has to hold in his frustration and force himself to meet Johnny's eyes. 


"Can | talk to you about something real quick?" 


Bob wants nothing more than to punch his friend in the nose. Why can't they deal with this later?! 


"Um, right now?" 


Johnny gulps deeply as he nods. He knows very well that if he lets Bob go, he probably won't get another 


chance before they part ways again. And for who knows how long. 


"Just in case one of us leaves early in the mornin." 


"Okay." Bob agrees reluctantly, exiting the room with Jimi. He hears Johnny say something to June and then 
he's in the hallway with the younger two. He closes the hotel room door behind himself and sort of clears his 


throat as he looks to Bob and motions down the hall. 


Bob narrows his eyes but lets Jimi's hand go, "I'll meet you back at the party, Jimi" He gives the other a 
reassuring smile and the youngest of the three nods in understanding as he turns down the other direction of 


the hall. 


Johnny takes Bob's boney wrist and practically drags him down the hallway and around a corner where he 
presses his back to the wall. It gives them both a strange sense of deja vu, as they'd been in a similar position 


at the party earlier. 


"What the fuck" Bob says under his breath, glaring into the dark brown eyes of the taller man. 


"I had no idea she was coming, | swear to you." He's got Bob by the shoulders, looking deeply into his furious 
blue eyes. Oh those eyes. "She just showed up, | guess as a surprise for me." 


"Isn't that nice." Bob deadpans, "Well enjoy your surprise." He attempts to move away but Johnny keeps him 


firmly in place against the wall 


"Bob, please try to understand. | love you--" 


Bob slaps his hand over Johnny's mouth, throat tightening with emotion, "You don't. So don't fucking say that 


shit to me." 


Johnny takes Bob's hand from his mouth and presses it to the wall, "I Jve you, Bob Dylan" 


Bob holds back the urge to shout, fighting frantically to get Johnny off of him. Johnny, upon realizing how 
distressed Bob is, steps back and drops his hands away from the seething songwriter. 


They just stand there in tense silence for a good while. Johnny is breathing heavily, trying to get his thoughts 
together as he observes the slighter man in front of him. 


"l'Il come see you later. Don't go to sleep." Johnny lifts a hand to Bob's cheek but the younger man slaps the 
hand away before it can touch him. 


Before Johnny can say another word, Bob has turned on his heel and is disappeared back around the corner 


they came from. 


Johnny sighs and presses his face into his hands, groaning as he feels a headache coming on. 


Bob's moaning, cursing, thrashing against the sheets as Jimi's begun to set a steady pace inside of him. He 
clings to Jimi's back, and even though he knows Jimi is going easy as he can, Bob still has to brace himself for 
every first few thrusts. Jimi notices this and immediately slows down, "lm sorry." He whispers, dragging out 
his thrusts and sliding back in even slower. That seems to be better for Bob, who lets out a cracked moan, 


Bob throws his head back against the pillows, "All the way, put it all in, Jimi." He pants. 


Jimi is already dripping with sweat at all the effort its taking him to keep from fucking the beautiful man in 
abandon. "Bob--" He warns. 


Bob wraps his legs around Jimi's waist, all but shoving the others cock even further into him. "Fuck" He 
whimpers when Jimi's hips are flush against his ass, having taken it all inside. 


I's a fof, and it's definitely too much. Yet at the same time, it's everything Bob needs in that moment. 


"Holy shit" Jimi grabs a fistfull of sheets beside Bob's head. So this is what it feels like to be all the way inside 
of someone. And it's Bob friggin’ Dylan Incredible. "Are you out of your mind? You're going to kill yourself" He 
says between heavy pants of breath against Bob's forehead. 


"God, no. Feels good, baby." Bob curves his hips upward, earning a deep moan from the man above him. "Come 


on, make me scream like your guitar.” 


"Jesus." Jimi shakes his head in a vain attempt to clear away the clouds caused by his overwhelming lust for 


Bob. 


They're in Bob's own hotel room, away from the party so Bob could be as loud as he possibly wanted. They'd 
both agreed that what'd happened in Johnny's room ruined the mood, but ended up making out and getting 
right back in the mood soon after. 


Earlier, when Johnny had locked them in the room to go answer the door, Bob had already begun redressing. 
Jimi was biting into his thumbnail, pacing back and forth beside the bed. 


"Calm down, it'll be fine." Bob had tried to assure him but the guitarist was hearing none of it. 


Bob shrugged and spotted the condoms that Johnny had tossed onto the bed. 


"You guys have to go, my fiance is here." 


Bob's whole body had gone stiff and he felt like he might be sick 


Furiously, he'd snatched up all 3 condoms and shoved them into his pocket then began buttoning up his shirt. 


Now he's here with Jimi. Sweet, adorable, laid back (hung as fuck) Jimi. Unable to even briefly think about the 


country singer during the pleasantly distracting drag and push of being taken. 


"You feel perfect, god you're beautiful" Jimi whispers as he clings onto Bob's thigh, pushing it back, spreading 
him further to get in impossibly deeper. 


"Fuck" Bob shouts as his prostate is jabbed at relentlessly on every thrust. He reaches up and grabs onto 
Jimi's big hair, pulling his head down for a passionate kiss. 


Later on, it's lam and they're lounging in bed sharing a cigarette and listening to the radio. Bob's got his head in 
Jimi's lap, Jimi's long fingers twirling around Bob's big curls gently, "I've had a really good time with you 
tonight, Bob." 


Bob smiles at that, but regretfully his mind is elsewhere, as he remembers Johnny had said he was going to 
come by. What for? So he can rub his engagement in Bob's face some more? Maybe Bob just won't answer 


the door for him. 


‘Its been a strange night for sure, but | had a good time too." 


Jimi passes the cigarette to Bob as he wrestles in his mind over the incident with Johnny's fiance, "What 
happened earlier..that was pretty heavy." 


Bob wastes no time pretending he doesn't know what the young guitarist is referring to, he will however, 


pretend that it has no effect on him. He sits up to put out the cigarette in the ashtray on the nightstand, 


"Ile been dealing with this drama since | started fucking him, I'm used to it" 


Then there's knocking on the door and Jimi freaks out for a second but Bob just laughs and says, "It's only 
Johnny,” Before he's sliding off of the bed and reaching down for his boxers. 


"Oh shit, is he going to be pissed that l'm here, man?" 


‘| could care less if he is, Jimi." He murmurs, "I'll just say you're my fiance and tell him to get the fuck out." 


He pads through the hotel room to answer the door, greeted with Johnny's tall frame filling the doorway. And 
the older man doesn't hesitate to let himself in. 


"Sure, come on in" Bob mutters bitterly, closing the door behind the other. 


Johnny's looking around the room, searching for something without even knowing what for exactly. 


"He's in the bedroom." Bob answers Johnny's unasked question, earning him an intense gaze from the 34-year- 


old who doesn't speak for a long minute. 


Just from looking at the young poet dressed down to only his boxers, Johnny could put two and two together. 
Had Bob been referring to Jimi? Had he brought him back here and...? 


"You-" 


"| sure did" Bob snaps, "Now what is it that you want? | have company.” He crosses his arms, closing Johnny 


off as he leans against the nearest wall, 


Johnny's face falls into his hands, as he feels like he's losing Bob with every second that passes. 


Bob's done with him. He's found somebody new and from this moment on he's going to slowly drift away until 


he's gone completely. 


"We don't have to end things this way, Bobby." He settles on the idea that maybe they can at least stay 
friends. It would be better than losing him altogether. 


Bob scoffs and Johnny can feel his heart breaking, "Okay.." Bob only sounds amused, deciding to hear Johnny 
out, "How should we end this then? If you think that's what we should do." 


"| don't!" Johnny interjects, feeling ridiculous the second the words leave his mouth. Especially when Bob's 
eyebrows raise at his outburst. 


Johnny takes a breath and tries again "I don't want to end things..But | get the feeling you do and.." He's 
desperately searching for the right words, raising his hands up in defeat, "I just want you to be happy, and 
Jimi seems like a cool kid" 


Bob can't help smirking, knowing Johnny is only saying these things for Bob's benefit, not his own. It's sweet 
though, Bob can feel that Johnny means it. "I just met him tonight, Johnny. We're not going to fuckin’ move in 
together." 


Johnny just nods at that silently, though he can't help feeling a little relieved. 


"Itd be nice to find someone who wants me though. Me and only me." The younger man continues and Johnny 
is still only nodding, understanding completely. 


He can't keep being selfish, greedy. He used to think he could balance out his two most important relationships, 
but now he knows he was stupid to ever believe that could work. It isn't fair to Bob and it isn't fair to June. 


‘| want that for you too, Bob.." Johnny really does, "And I'd love for that person to be me, but... 


Bob rolls his eyes at this, "The idea sounds nice when we say it, Johnny. But do you really believe you could 
leave June for me?" He keeps his arms crossed, not expecting much to come from this discussion. He knows 
how much Johnny loves June, and how being with her is clearly the smarter, easier choice to make. The easier 


life to live. 


Johnny has no words, he doesn't know what to do. He knows he loves Bob more than anyone..Even more than 
his fiance. But it's a forbidden love, he doesn't know if he could live keeping his relationship a secret. And if he's 
with Bob then they'll definitely have to. It would mess with his head. 


Johnny steps up in front of Bob who's still leaned against the wall. The taller man keeps his eyes on the 
ground, unable to hold eye contact with Bob for longer than a few seconds. That man is small but, boy, if looks 
could kill. 


"Bob, | love you more than | think I've ever loved anyone..you're the one | want. That's not the question here." 
He wants to hold Bob's hand, touch him, anything. But the younger man's body language is letting him know 
that probably wouldn't be the best idea right now. 


"I told you to stop fucking saying that you love me." He's refraining from shouting, not wanting to get Jimi 


worried from the other room. 


"Its the truth, Bobby-—" 


"Bullshi# You can't just throw that word around when you don't really mean it" 


That hurts Johnny for some reason, deep in his heart, and he shakes his head at the other, "You think | don't 


love you?" 


"I don't," Bob is unable to look at him then, "Not like you love her." 


‘Of course it's different, you're two different people! | don't love you for the same reasons that | love her." 


"Why do you love me then? Hmm? Why risk your reputation over someone like me? Because the sex is nice? 


Give me one good reason" Bob shrugs a shoulder, beyond having any faith that Johnny could change his mind. 


"| feel good around you, Bob, okay? Being near you and being with you makes me feel like I'm where | need to 


be, where | should be." He lifts his hand to Bob's wrist, trying to get him to lower his arms that are still 


locked firmly over his chest. 


Bob sighs and relents, letting Johnny take his hand, not budging when the older man steps closer into his space, 
before wrapping his other arm around Bob's slight waist. "Holding you.." Johnny tips his head to whisper the 
words into Bob's ear and Bob closes his eyes, trying to keep his body from shivering at the deep timbre of 
Johnny's voice. "I want it to be your body I'm holding every night that | go to sleep. You that | take with me 
when visiting my parents for the holidays. You that | travel the world with.." He presses a soft kiss to Bob's 
cheek and the smaller man is already falling apart in the others arms. 


"You don't play fair." Bob whispers, eyes still closed as Johnny hums deeply in response, rubbing his hand along 
the bare skin of Bob's lower back, fingers toying at the waistband of his boxers. 


| can't help myself around you." He turns his face into the crook of Bob's neck, pressing an open mouthed kiss 
to the secret spot he knows drives Bob wild. Without fail, Bob lets out a soft gasp, tipping his head back 


against the wall, 


"You're going to leave me again," Bob lets himself be lifted with little effort and pressed against the wall, where 
he wraps his legs around Johnny's waist. Johnny gets a solid grip on Bob's boney thighs and carries him across 
the room to the couch, where he sits so that Bob is in his lap. 


He takes Bob's face in his hands and kisses him deeply, pleased when the younger man responds with equal 
passion. Finally. Johmny lets his hands travel down Bob's chest, around his torso and down to his waist, tempted 


to grab his ass, but he refrains in the meantime. 


He grabs at a sharp hip with one hand, and drags the other toward the front of Bob's boxers where he feels 
Bob has definitely become somewhat excited Bob trembles and his breathing gets heavier as Johnny sucks and 


presses more kisses against his throat. 


Bob makes a needy sound low in his throat and presses Johnny's hand back toward his boxers, "He fucked me, 
Johnny." Bob croons, licking his lips as he gazes down at the dark haired man, "God, it hurt like a motherfucker" 


Johnny growls possessively at that and wonders why the hell Bob had even said it, "Aw hell, Bobby, | told you 
it would," He chastely kisses the corner of Bob's mouth. 


"Well it hurts with you too, it just took longer to warm up to his, that's all" Bob scoots forward on Johnny's 
lap so their chests are almost flush. He wraps his arms about Johnny's shoulders and ghosts his lips over his, 
‘| orgasmed twice, man," 


Johnny grumbles indignantly, and that mindful feeling about not squeezing Bob's ass completely disappears after 
he starts bragging about the sex he'd had with someone else. Johnny tries to tune Bob's voice out while he 
feels up his spread thighs and tight backside, "And you say /m the one who can't be monogamous.” 


Bob sits back and glares at him, "Do you really want to go there?" 


Johnny shrugs, caressing Bob's sides as he thinks, "| want you to make your guest leave." 


"Not going to happen" Bob shakes his head. "He won't bother us, don't worry." 


Johnny is tempted to kick the guitarist out himself but that likely wouldn't go over well with the man in his 
lap, "Okay well, | don't want to hear about all the sex you guys had then" Johnny's eyes are lowered between 
their bodies now, and he feels Bob adjust himself against his lap. 


"Why not? Just hours ago you were going to watch him screw me." 


Johnny sighs and lets his head fall back against the couch, squeezing at Bob's hips. He wishes things between 
them were simpler, more established so they could just fuck and have no worries about it. "Because it's what 


you wanted, baby.” 


What had Bob been expecting for Johnny to tell him no? That he couldn't sleep with Jimi? Sure, that is what 
Johnny had wanted to do. But it would have only resulted in a heated argument and Johnny hates arguing with 
Bob. 


Bob hums thoughttully, dipping his head down to press gentle kisses along Johnny's exposed neck, causing the 


older man to exhale in content, "I like Jimi, he's easy to talk to and he's sweet to me." 


"I know you like him.." Johnny says wistfully, drumming his fingers along Bob's waist. "You guys would be good 
together." 


Bob laughs against Johnny's neck and buries his face in the crook of it, "You keep talking like I'm going to be 
with him." He whispers, squeezing his thighs around Johnny's thicker ones, imitating a hug, "Now why do you 
keep doing that | wonder?" 


Johnny shifts a bit in his spot the couch, holding onto Bob's thighs as he does so before settling back against 
the cushions, "I don't know, baby." Maybe he's coming to terms with the fact that Bob may never be his. 


"What makes you think he wouldn't keep me a secret either? Its going to be the same with any man | meet. l'll 


always bea dirty little secret." 


"No, Baby, | don't think of you that way, | never have and | never will” Johnny caresses one of Bob's sharp 
cheekbones with his thumb, "| have so much respect and admiration for you, you're the greatest person | 


know." 


Bob leans back in the older man's lap, shaking his head in disagreement, "You asked her to marry you, that 
means she’s the greatest person you know. Or at least it's supposed to be that way.’ 


Johnny looks away from Bob then, still feeling guilty as all hell toward the both of them. "You're right," He 


amends. 


Bob scoffs, moving to stand from Johmy's lap but the older man clings to him, keeping him in place, "That's 
how it's supposed to be, but that's not how it is, Bobby! If | could marry you | would, in a heartbeat" 


"Then why don't you take the closest thing we could get to that, huh? Why don't we get a house together? 
You don't even want that, you need the entire package don't you Johnny? I'll never be enough for you." He 


shoves Johnny's hands away from his body and doesn't let the other keep him from getting up this time. 


Johnny stands up after him and grabs his arm, stepping in front of him. He takes Bob's chin in his fingers and 
meets his eyes, "You're more than enough, Bob, okay? You just..! haven't seen you in a year. A lot of things 
have happened." 


Bob mumbles something about excuses and Johnny shushes him with a firm kiss, but Bob returns it for only a 


moment. 


"You've never even given us a chance." Bob turns his head away so Johnny can't try and kiss him again 


"Bob, we're always on the road-" 


"So let's take a fucking break!" 


"Should | go, Bob?" 


They're caught off guard when Jimi's ever polite voice calls out to them. Bob knocks Johnny's hand away from 


his cheek and they both look over to find Jimi poking his head out of the bedroom doorway. 


Bob groans and scratches the side of his neck, before looking down at his body as he remembers he's only got 
boxers on He snorts to himself at how ridiculous he must look. "Only if you want to, man. I'd like for you to 


stay, though." He answers listlessly. 


Johnny can't hold himself back, not understanding why Bob won't let them have a moment alone when they 
really need it, "Could you maybe come back after a while? We need to talk alone a bit" He turns to say to Jimi, 


whose face falls but he nods in understanding. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?!" Bob grabs Johnny's shoulder and tugs at it sharply, "Don't you dare--" 


"No, Bob, he's right" Jimi interjects, "I really don't want to be here while you guys are talking so seriously. It's 
none of my business." Jimi steps out of the room, and that's when Bob sees that he's gotten himself fully 
dressed. 


Bob glares at Johnny before nodding at the guitarist, "He'll be gone soon if you want to come back then 


"lll come back in an hour." Jimi agrees. 


Once he's gone and Johnny and Bob are finally alone, Johnny takes a seat on the couch and lets out an 


exasperated sigh. "Sorry." 


Bob's got his hands on his hips and his bottom lip between his teeth as he continues to glare down at his older 


friend, "He better come back or I'm going to kick your ass." 


Johnny laughs at that and meets Bob's eyes, "You think you could, Bobby?" 


Bob frowns and his hands drop from his hips, "Shut up." 


Johnny grins and watches with interest as Bob turns away from him and walks into the kitchenette area of his 


hotel room. 


He listens as Bob pours himself a glass of wine and then returns into the living area, already gulping it down. 


"None for me, baby?" Johnny teases. 


‘Call me baby one more time." Bob points his finger with the empty threat and continues to stand in the middle 


of the room. 


Johnny clicks his tongue with a roll of his eyes, "Just calm down, okay? Sit down and talk to me." He pats the 


couch cushions and meets Bob's suspicious blue eyes. 


Bob does sit, but he keeps his distance and sets his glass of wine down on the coffee table so he can light 
himself a cigarette. He doesn't say anything to the older man, just puffs on his cigarette and lets Johnny stare 
at the side of his face. 


"What's on your mind?" Johnny scoots closer to Bob but keeps a cushion's length between them to keep the 


younger man at ease. 
Bob crosses one leg over the other and takes a deep drag from his cigarette, "Nothing." 


The country singer sighs and reaches to grab Bob's free hand, surprised when the other doesn't pull away. "| 


want to give us a chance..." 


Bob shakes his head and exhales a thick cloud of smoke, "Don't worry about it, John. You've got a fiance, 


you've got plans for your future. Don't worry about me, I'll be fine." 


Johnny groans at Bob's dismissive behavior and lifts the younger man's hand to his lips, kissing over his 
fingers tenderly. "I'm serious. I'll do it. Ill leave it all for you, just give me the word" He slides over, finally 
settling himself right beside Bob and looping an arm over his shoulders, "You're so beautiful, so perfect." He 
whispers and Bob's foot begins to fidget anxiously as he puffs on his cigarette. "I don't want to keep leaving 


you. | can't see you only once a year, | want to go home to you. Share a bed with you. Share a Ife with you: 


Bob whines with affliction, and reaches forward for his wine glass, downing the rest of it in a few wide gulps. 


"You don't mean it, so don't say it, John" 


| mean it, Bob." Johnny touches Bob's soft curls, brushing them from Bob's face so he can see more of him. 
He eyes Bob's lips as the poet lights up a fresh cig, "I have a house now, all to myself. No one is there but me. 
Move in with me." He suggests, and Bob's eyes, wide with shock and confusion, finally meet his for first time in 


minutes. 

Is Johnny just fucking him around? He couldn't have heard him right, could he? 

Bob quickly shuts his mouth that'd been hanging open and he swallows, "Where's that at?" 
"Nashville." Johnny watches as Bob only nods, seeming deep in thought. 


Johnny is hopeful, as Bob hadn't outright expressed an opposition against it. If anything, he could be considering 
it. 


"Real nice backyard, 5 acres," Johnny continues, "Far enough from town that I've got some privacy, it's nice 


and quiet" 


Bob looks away from him and stares across the room at nothing in particular, "Sounds nice. | don't know how 
much | would like living away from New York, though." He explains softly, and picks up his wine glass, standing 
with the intention to get some more. But Johnny grabs his wrist before he can step away. 


"IIl get it for you," He takes the glass from Bob and heads toward the kitchen. He refills Bob's glass and then 
pours some for himself. He returns to the living room and offers Bob back his glass before sitting down with 
him. 


"Thank you." Bob says after taking a drink. 


Johnny nods and puts his arm back around Bob's shoulders, pulling Bob close, "I know you want to be in New 
York, but | want to be with you as much as | can. You might even grow to love Nashville. We could make 


music together, get a few pets, maybe even have a farm." 


Bob really can't help loving the sound of everything Johnny is telling him. But he doesn't want to get too 
hopeful, as Johnny always says things that sound too pretty to be real 


"When did you get that house?" Bob wonders. 


"Couple months ago." Johnny takes a drink of his wine. 


"No one is there but you? Is it really big?" Bob, who's never had his own house yet, is definitely interested. 


Johnny shrugs a shoulder, "It's probably about medium size. It's just me right now, but hopefully soon I'll have 
some company.” He rests a hand on Bob's thigh, squeezing it gently and Bob purses his lips doubtfully, trying to 


imagine he and Johnny living in a house together. 


The thought of it is so nice, and Bob finds himself getting lost in the idea of it. He can't quite wrap his head 
around it though, itd be like a fantasy coming true, likely overwhelming. 


‘lm not sure if you should leave her, John" Bob sounds defeated, withdrawn. And despite being shocked at 
Bob's words, Johnny is more worried about his mood. It's not like Bob to be so quiet and detached. 


"How else could | be with you, Bobby?" Johnny nuzzles his nose into Bob's cheek, "Ill make you mine no matter 
what, don't push me away." He places two fingers on Bob's left cheek to make the other look at him. 


Bob's eyes plainly express how conflicted his thoughts must be in that moment and Johnny just wants kiss the 
worries away, wants Bob to be carefree. He's too young to be so stressed all of the time. 


Bob however, still doesn't completely trust the others words, no matter how good they sound. He can't forget 
the past, how worthless he's been made to feel by his good friend. 


Johnny always leaves him feeling like a fool, and how's Bob supposed to believe he won't just do the same thing 
again? 


"Why should | believe you?" He leans away, regarding Johnny with suspicion, "More importantly, why should | 
lve with you? You said we'd never get to be together in that way, and now all of the sudden you've changed 
your mind?" He shrugs Johnny's arm off of his shoulder, "Why would you get fucking engaged if you felt this 
way?" He stands from the couch, not wanting to be so close to the other in that moment. "How many pills did 


you fucking pop today? The entire goddamned bottle?" 


Johnny immediately stands up after Bob, fists clenched with rage at the mention of his poorly hidden addiction. 
The gesture doesn't go unnoticed by the younger man, who eyes Johnny's white knuckles. Despite the threat, 
Bob doesn't step back. 


"Gonna hit me, Johnny?" He says faintly, light eyes fixed with darker ones, "Gonna hit me if | refuse to fucking 


live with you?" 


Johnny relaxes his hands and lets his shoulders drop, "I don't know what more | can say to you. I've told you 
how | feel, what | thought you wanted to hear, and now what? You don't want me anymore? Make up your 


fucking mind and quit playing games with me, Bob." 


"Oh you're one to fucking talk!" Bob shoves at Johnny's chest, causing the taller man to stumble back slightly. 


The only thing keeping Johnny from hitting the poet back is the fact that he's twice Bob's size and could do a 
lot more damage than him, with even less effort. Also, he loves him too much, he'd never want to lay a hand 
on him. 


"So | changed my mind, what's the big deal?" He spreads his arms out, "I've realized | can't continue to live my 
life ignoring what | know makes me truly happy, and that's being with you, Bob. How can | prove myself to you 
if you never even give me a chance?" He takes a careful step forward, relieved when Bob doesn't avoid him by 


moving away. 


Bob averts his gaze toward the carpet, knowing the other is right. They haven't even given it a shot and he's 
acting as if they've already failed. 


Im afraid, okay?" He admits in a small voice, hesitating to make eye contact. "You've hurt me before and l'm 
afraid you'll do it again" At least Johnny has the decency to look guilty as Bob continues, "It's easy for you to 


go on with your life and leave me behind” 


"Like hell it's easy for me, Bob." Johnny stresses with earnesty, remembering all the times he'd wanted to say 
‘fuck it to his future commitments and just stay with Bob, or bring Bob back home with him. He doesn't know 
what was stopping him, but whatever it was, he won't let it get in his way this time, "Every time | had to 


leave you it hurt like hell. And every time | see you again, it reminds how much | never want to be away from 


you." 


Bob bows his head and can feel his eyes watering with tears at the realization that Johnny had felt the same 
way as him after all of their reunions over the years. What he'd felt with Johnny wasn't unrequited afterall 


Johnny's heart clenches at the sight of Bob's tearing eyes, "I'm sorry, Bobby. | never wanted to hurt you." He 
takes Bob's hand and presses his lips to the back of it, "Please forgive me." 


Bob wipes his eyes before the tears can touch his cheeks, "Okay," He sniffles, "But you're on thin ice." He 
warns lightheartedly. 


Johnny laughs and grins happily, nodding as he helps wipes away the stray tears that Bob didn't catch, "Fair 


enough." 


Knocking sounds on Bob's door again and he looks at the clock above the couch, "It's only been I5 minutes.” He 
says To himself. 


"Maybe it's someone else." Johnny caresses Bob's cheek one more time before letting his hand fall, "You want 
me to answer it and send whoever it is away?" He asks gently, unable to resist giving Bob a kiss to his 


forehead. 


"I got it” Bob says quietly, already on his way to answer it. "Who is it?" He calls through the door, not wanting 


anyone to see him crying. 


‘Its Neuwirth, just wanted to check up on you. You disappeared out of nowhere earlier, man. Robbie and the 


guys were looking for you." 


Bob rolls his eyes as he thinks about his band, they're probably all wasted anyway. "Well, I'm in for the night, 


just tell them l'm asleep." 


There's silence for a brief second, "Who are you in there with? | saw Jimi come back alone." 


"Hey now, why don't you mind your own fuckin’ business?" Bob calls in irritation, tears drying away on his 


gradually heating cheeks. 


"ls it Johnny? Or Marlon-" 


Bob's stomach tightens when he hears the last name, "Shut up and leave already man!" He shouts, "Don't 
bother me anymore tonight." He looks over his shoulder at Johnny warily, hoping he hadn't heard Neuwirth 
through the door. 


Johnny had indeed heard, and he raises an eyebrow at Bob, now thoroughly confused. Who the hell is Marlon? 


"Alright then, I'll let everyone know not to come knock." 


"Well Jimi is coming back later, so don't worry about it" He's so annoyed with his friend that he wants to open 


the door and kick him in the shin 


"Okay, man." 


Bob curses several obscenities under his breath before he sighs and falls onto the couch. Maybe he needs to 


go to bed already, he's so ready for this night to end. 


"Albert probably sent him to check on me. Nosey motherfucker." He murmurs, biting his long thumbnail 


anxiously at Johnny's silence. 


He knows Johnny has to have questions, no thanks to goddamned Neuwirth He's not going to bring it up or even 


mention it, maybe Johnny won't even say anything and they can move past it- 


"Who's Marlon, Bobby?" 


Well, so much for that. 


"What?" Bob knows playing dumb with Johnny would never work, but he doesn't know what else to do. He's not 
sure he's ready to reveal the truth. 


Johnny motions to the door and notices how nervous Bob seems to get when he sits next to him on the couch. 
Its starting to worry Johnny. What is Bob hiding? Is it so serious that he doesn't trust Johnny enough to tell 


him? 


"Neuwirth said somethin’ about a ‘Marlon’, who is that?" 


Bob's heart begins to race and he shrugs, scratching his head, unable to meet Johnny's eyes, "I don't fuckin’ 


know, man." 


"Why are you lying to me?" Johnny grabs Bob's hand and squeezes it in his own, "You can be honest with me, 
baby." He assures the younger singer. 


Bob swallows hard and bites his bottom lip in distress, ".He was talking about Marlon Brando." He still hasn't 
quite met Johnny's eyes. 


Johnny blinks repeatedly, dumbfounded, and takes a minute to process the weight of this information. He 
observes Bob a little, to see if he's for real. 


"Marlon Brando, the actor? ‘The Wild One‘ Marlon Brando?" 


"Yes, him..." 


Johnny fiddles idly with Bob's fingers as he thinks about that. He's not a child, he knows what's being implied 
here, he's just not quite ready to accept it. He'd been hoping maybe Bob had such a busy year he hadn't had 


time for such things. 


Always with the dangerous wishful thinking. 


"You've met him?" 


"Yeah, Johnny, I've met him." Bob knows the country singer already has a notion, so maybe he won't need to 


say much more. 


Bob's body language and the tone in his voice indeed tell Johnny everything needed to answer all the questions 


on his mind. 


"Okay, Bobby. Well, what was he like?" He's genuinely curious, as he'd seen a lot of Marlon Brando films during 
his time in the Air Force. 


Bob wants to chase Neuwirth down the hall and pound his head in for this. Ruining his night. He and Johnny had 


made so much damned progress. 


Why the fuck had Neuwirth thought it was okay to shout those things? Sure, the remarks would have come 
off as fairly innocent to anyone passing by, but still 


Bob tries to appear unbothered, and shrugs as he shifts his legs restlessly, "Like any other, guy, really." He 
takes to drinking Johnny's glass of wine. 


Of course he won't tell Johnny about how Marlon had crowded into his space against the wall of his movie 
trailer. How Marlon carefully untucked Bob's shirt from his pants before unzipping them and sliding his hands 
inside, as Bob let his eyes slip shut with a breathy sigh. 


Or the second (but not last) time, weeks later when they'd gotten a hotel room and spent the whole night and 


next morning in bed together. 


Johnny nods as he continues to think about it. He wonders how this would affect everything they'd just 


confessed to each other before Neuwirth had knocked. If it would affect anything at all. 


"Like any other guy only more handsome than most, huh?" He tries to laugh it off, but Bob frowns and twists 


uncomfortably in his spot before finally standing and walking away from the couch. 


"Alright?" Bob questions, annoyed with himself for even feeling guilty about the situation, "You never called me, 


or sent any letters. Besides, | can meet people if | want to, Johnny. l'm single." 


Its one thing to meet people. But how the hell is Johnny supposed to compete with Marlon fuckin! Brando? 


Despite these doubts, Johnny can only nod evenly in agreement, eyes on the carpet, but he can see Bob pacing 
back and forth in the corner of his eye. 


He looks up and finds Bob puffing heavily on a cigarette, eyes narrowed in anger. 


"Why are you getting upset, baby? Just sit down, calm down" 


Its not you, Johnny." Bob hisses, "I'm fine just.You got anymore pot? | could use a toke or two right now, 


man. 


"Uh," Johnny feels at his pockets and finds a baggy of pills, but quickly stuffs those away, "I might have some 
back in my room, Bobby, just wait” 


Bob says nothing as Johnny leaves and the older man returns 5 minutes later. Bob's moved to the bedroom by 
then, having smoked 3 cigarettes during the short time Johnny was gone. Once Johnny locates Bob, he sits on 


the edge of the bed and holds out his baggy of joints. 


"Groovy. Thanks, man" Bob takes one out and quickly lights it up before falling back against the fluffy pillows. 


"You're welcome." Johnny is content just watching the younger man for several moments, until he remembers 


what the other had said before he'd left to get the weed. "If its not me then what is it? Is it about Marlon?" 


Bob groans and clicks his tongue as he gazes up at the ceiling, "Man, Johnny.." He shakes his head as he 
remembers how things had ended between the famous actor and him. 


Interested, Johnny scoots closer to Bob on the bed, resting a hand on his shin 


Bob takes another hit off the joint before finally passing it to Johnny, "It was nothing like how | feel when l'm 
with you, Johmy, | can tell you that much." He murmurs somewhat disappointedly and Johnny feels a flutter 
of hope in his stomach at Bob's admission. 


"In a bad way..?" He asks just to be sure, and Bob scoffs. 


| mean, he's more experienced, he knew very well what he was doing but.." Bob licks his lips as he recalls the 
steamy nights they'd spent together, “There was a disconnect. It felt more like fucking..appointments than love- 


making, man." 


"Are you still seeing him then?" Johnny passes the joint back to Bob. 


Bob doesn't answer until after he's exhaled his smoke, "No, it didn't last long. Was never serious to begin with." 


He shrugs a bony shoulder indifferently. 


Johnny only nods, and they sit in a comfortable silence as several songs play through on the radio. 


Johnny had been jealous upon first hearing about Bob's other affair, but for some reason it didn't bother him 
for very long. His love and adoration for Bob doesn't waver in the slightest. He wants to ask Bob if he'd been 
hoping that thing with Marlon had been more serious, but he doesn't want to hurt Bob, or hell, even himself. 


Because if Bob answered yes, then Johnny might have a reason to feel some way about it. 


Johnny is too stoned to remember when exactly he'd lied down on the bed and pulled Bob into his arms, but 
there they are. They'd shared two joints and now Bob's eyes are closed as they listen to the radio in general 
silence. Johnny's hands are running through Bob's mess of curls, humming quietly to the poppy song that's 
currently playing. 


Its a scenario they both can see themselves getting used to. 


"Sonny and Cher, huh Johnny?" Bob teases with an amused smirk at his lips and Johnny bursts out laughing, 
body shaking so hard that Bob has to sit up and fix the older man with a pouty glare for wrecking his 
comfortable position Johnny shoves Bob's shoulder playfully, but he doesn’t know his own strength, and Bob 
practically flies back against the blankets. 


"Christ, Johnny," He sits back up and shoves the other in return, "What time is it anyway? We should probably 
head to bed" He gets up to check the time back in the living room before returning to the bedroom and sitting 


on the edge of the mattress. "Zam." He says as he ruffles his afro tiredly, "What time have you got to be on 


the road tomorrow?" 


Johnny's holding one of Bob's pillows to his chest and shrugging carelessly, "Whenever the hell | want." He eyes 
Bob's bare chest and legs with longing, wanting to kiss the pale skin all over, but for now he just enjoys the 


View. 


"Well, not all of us have that luxury." Bob's head suddenly turns when there's knocking on the hotel room door. 


Johnny grunts at the interruption, watching Bob who doesn't move from his spot on the bed, letting the room 


go silent again. 


Its probably, Jimi." Johnny says when several moments have past. "I'll answer it" He gets up. 


"Okay, but tell him to get a room and I'll meet with him in the morning” Bob says with uncertainty in his tone, 
that leaves Johnny standing in the doorway in confusion, as he thought Bob had wanted Jimi to come back. 


Bob can see Johnny seems to need an explanation and he sighs overdramatically at the older man's 


cluelessness, "I want to be with you alone right now, Johnny.” 


"Oh," Johnny shifts from foot to foot, "You're sure you want me to send him away?" 


"Yeah, Johnny. But tell him I'm not foolir about seeing him in the morning. | need his contact information 


Johnny nods obediently and turns out the doorway without another word. 


Jimi hadn't seemed all that surprised about Bob changing his mind, and agreed that he'd get a room at the 
Chelsea and meet back up with Bob in the morning. 


Johnny returns to the bedroom and Bob orders him to turn off all of the lights and turn on the TV that sits 
in the corner of the room. Johnny does, flipping through the channels until Bob finds a station he likes. Its a 


country music channel, showing a program dedicated to Hark Williams. Bob had seen the same program the 
other day, but had no problems with watching it again 


| forgot all about June, man. You should go back before she starts to worry." Bob waves Johnny off as he 
pulls the covers over his half naked body. 


Johnny climbs onto the bed with Bob, "She's been asleep for over an hour. Besides, you're the only one | want 
to fall asleep with anymore, Bobby. | wasn't puttin’ you on when | said all that." He leans over Bob, planting both 
hands by Bob's head as he gazes down at him. 


Bob's speechless for a long moment, gulping as his heart pounds against his ribcage, "That's-That's good to 


know." 


Johnny smirks at Bob's endearing nervousness before dipping his head down for a kiss. "Isn't it?" He whispers 
against Bob's softer than satin lips. 


Bob's arms hesitantly rise to snake around Johnny's neck and he licks his lips, longing for more kisses, "So, uh, 


can we move in together now or what?" 


Johnny chuckles, pressing his forehead against Bob's and closing his eyes to drink in the moment, "Most 


definitely, Bobby." 


One Month Later 


"My plane lands at 10:15am." Bob says into the airport payphone. He's got one bag thrown over his shoulder and 


a small carry-on suitcase at his boots. 


"Okay, Bobby, I'll be there." Johnny replies into the home phone in his living room. He's sat on the couch, tapping 


his fingers in anticipation 


Bob will be in Nashville in a little under 3 hours and Johnny is so excited he can barely contain himself, "| can't 
wait to see you, it's been too long, baby." Johnny grins into the phone and it only widens when he hears Bob 
scoff, picturing the pretty blue eyes that Bob's most definitely rolling. 


‘Its only been a few weeks, John" 


"Like | said" 


"We're used to being apart longer." 


Johnny grunts, "Yeah well, it was never any easier." 


Bob nods his agreement, "Yeah, you're right. Lets not do that anymore." He looks toward his gate, seeing the 
other passergers filing into the terminal. "They're boarding for my flight now, | gotta go." 


"Alright, baby, I'll see you soon. Have a good flight, okay?" 


Bob nods, looking over his shoulder as he hears someone call out his name. "Oh, goodness. Some kids just 


recognized me, | really gotta go now." 


Johnny laughs loudly and it brings a smile to Bob's lips. He wishes he could see Johnny's face as he remembers 


how cute the older man looks when he laughs. 


Bob quickly hangs up the phone and reaches for his suitcase, trying to ignore the group of teens he can see 


coming his way. 


"This is your room," Johnny opens one of the doors upstairs and lets Bob step inside. He takes Bob's bags for 


him and puts them aside while Bob looks around the spacious room wordlessly. 


"You don't want to share a room?" He asks from where he stands in front of the queen-sized bed. 


Johnny's face gets hot and he nods fervently, not wanting Bob to get the wrong idea, "Of course | do. | just 
figured maybe you'd want something for yourself, somewhere for you to write..Also," He scratches the side of 


his neck and Bob quarks an eyebrow at him, listening. "When we have visitors, you'll probably stay in here..” 


Bob nods in understanding, "Right." 


Johnny nods too and they stand there in silence for a long moment, neither really knowing what to say next. 


Then, Bob smirks mischievously and sits at the edge of the bed, "Hm, | think | will sleep in here. Its a really 


rice bed, Johnny" He scoots back and lies down with his legs dangling over the side, arms spread out. 


"Like hell, Johnny steps toward the petite man, "I told you | was going to hold you in my arms every night and 
| meant it." He stands over Bob, observing the sly smile at his soft lips. 


"Unless we have guests." Bob reminds Johnny who grumbles at that and reaches out to rest a hand on Bob's 


thigh. 


"Fuck it, I'll sneak to your room and hold you for a while in secret" 


Bob smiles up at Johnny fondly and grabs for the hand that's at his thigh, lacing their fingers, "What if you 


fall asleep?" 


| won't, baby." Johnny replies gently, eyes traveling across Bob's slim frame, noticing that his face looks less 
gaunt than it did in May. His hair is a little bit longer too, also shinier, and his eyes look brighter than before, 
not so hazy. "You look good, Bobby.” 


"Thank you..So..you have visitors often?" Bob asks as Johnny comes to lie down beside him. Johnny motions Bob 
to move up higher on the bed with him, and so they do. Bob wraps his arms around Johnny, using his broad 


chest as a pillow. 


"At least once a week | do. Sometimes Vivian brings the kids, but they never stay overnight, unfortunately. 
June comes by too.Now and again, just to make sure | haven't died" He tries to laugh but Bob hums 


suspiciously at that last bit. 


"You told me you broke it off with her, did that only mean the engagement?" 


"No, no, we are broken up, Bobby, but | still want her in my life. | told her about..Well, don't get mad okay?" He 
bites his bottom lip and gazes down at Bob warily. 


Bob, stunned, immediately sits up from Johnny's chest, blue eyes wide as they meet Johnny's chocolate ones, 
"You told her about us?" He asks in complete horror. 


Johnny licks his lips nervously, "I figured she deserved the truth, also.| trust her, Bobby. She won't say a thing 


to anyone, you can believe it" 


Bob's eyes narrow with uncertainty, "You should have talked to me first, Johnny." 


"I know, baby. You were so busy visiting family though, | didn't want to ruin your vacation" Johnny sits up too, 
and lifts a hand to caress Bob's pale cheek soothingly, wanting to ease away the anger and fear in those 


beautiful eyes, "| promise you have nothing to worry about, June would never tell a soul." 


Bob looks away from Johnny and thinks about it,".How did she react, man?" 


Johnny twirls his finger around one of Bob's golden brown curls as he remembers confessing to June, "She 
thought | was foolin' at first, of course..." He explains quietly, "| told her | didn't fully understand it either, and 
that | also didn't believe it at first. | said that you helped me realize | can't continue to ignore it, or pretend 
my feelings aren't serious..She asked me when it'd started and how..After her anger and confusion passed she 


was just curious, actually interested to hear about it. She's a good woman, Bobby, she won't betray me." 


Bob bows his head, "I know she is, l'm just.." He gulps deeply and Johnny scoots closer to him, taking both of 
Bob's hands in his own, "I guess | feel a little bit guilty, but.lm glad you were honest with her, she does 


deserve the truth." He meets Johnny's eyes and the older man gives him a warm smile, stroking Bob's cheek 


with his thumb. 


"Thanks for understanding, baby." He kisses Bob's cheek tenderly, then buries his face in Bob's neck as he 


wraps his arms around the smaller man 


Johnny couldn't be more overjoyed right now. They're finally together. Not just together by chance from 
meeting up on the road, but together together, in a house they both now live in. 


Bob sighs softly and lifts a leg to wrap around Johnny's hip as the older man nuzzles into him, "Just make 


sure you talk to me before you tell anyone next time." 


‘| will, baby, | promise." 


"Good," Bob wiggles his hips against the others nonchalantly, just because he can, "now kiss me already, I've 


been in Nashville for an hour and you haven't even--" 


Johnny shuts the younger man up with a firm kiss, using his dominate strength to easily push the other onto 
his back. Bob sighs in content at the warm weight of Johnny on top of him and turns his head to deepen the 
kiss, lacing his arms around the older mans shoulders. Johnny parts from the kiss so he can press a trail of 


wet kisses down Bob's neck and collarbone, drawing a soft moan from the poet. 


| want you." Bob whispers faintly, fingernails digging into Johnny's shoulders as the other nips at his collarbone 
just hard enough to make Bob gasp out. 


"You want me?" Johnny teases, taking ahold of Bob's hips, he lifts them into the air and grinds his own down 
hard. Bob throws his head back with a shout as his semi-erect cock is rubbed against at just the right angle. 


"God!" Bob cries out, hands flying back to grab at the sheets in attempt to ground himself as Johnny continues 
to thrust against him. "You keep that up and I'm going to ruin my fuckin’ new pants." He grasps at Johnny's 
waist, feeling himself on the brink of orgasm until Johnny slowly lets up on his rough treatment. 


Fine then, we can stop." Johnny drops Bob's hips and the younger bounces down against the mattress in 
surprise. Johnny holds himself above Bob by planting his hands besides his head, gazing down at him with a sly 


grin. 


Bob whines at the loss of contact, and reaches down to stroke himself through his pants. "Yeah, fine then" He 
turns around under Johnny and lifts his hips to unzip his pants, "I can do it myself" He pants into the pillows 
and thrusts a hand inside his boxers. 


Johnny however, isn't offended at all by his exclusion. If anything he's even more turned on by the position, 
grabbing the waist of Bob's pinstripe pants and tugging them down to his knees. "God, that's beautiful.” He rubs 
Bob's ass before squeezing at it with desire. Underneath him Bob moans and lets go of his aching length to 


take in the sensations of Johnny's caresses. 


Johnny grabs Bob's hips, lifting the smaller onto his knees, and grinds his clothed erection against his bare ass 
to let Bob know how turned on he is for him. Bob moans and buries his face into the pillow, fingers clawing at 


the sheets. 


"Fuck, John" H's muffled into the pillow as Johnny grins proudly above him, holding onto one bony hip as he 
licks his fingertips and rubs them teasingly against Bob's entrance. "Jesus, fuck" Bob turns his head to scream 
it out into the open 


"That's it, baby." Johnny encourages as he carefully slides in the tip of his middle finger, "We're here alone, 
there's no one to interrupt us this time. Be as loud as you want to." He uses his free hand to press down 


Bob's shoulders into the mattress so his back is arched into the air exquisitely. 


Bob submits to him with grace, waiting patiently as Johnny riffles through his drawers briefly before 
returning to his place behind him. Johnny rewards the 25-year-old's patience with a gentle caress to his 


backside and he snaps open the bottle of lube he'd bought the other day. 


Bob looks over his shoulder and bites his lip when he sees what Johnny had retrieved. "Finally we can do this 
properly." He exhales a breathy moan when Johnny's slickened digits find his hole again. Johnny's eyes are glued 
to Bob's handsome profile, watching every expression Bob makes as he carefully works him open finger by 


finger until he's got 3 inside of the tight heat of his lover. 


Bob's pleading and gasping noisily as he rocks his hips back onto Johnny's fingers, desperately trying to have 
Johnny reach his sweet spot. Johnny holds Bob steady with a hand at his hip, throbbing painfully in his own 
jeans at the enticing sight of the beautiful young man below him. 


"That's it baby, that's it. Come on, you got it" He tugs Bob back roughly onto his fingers, and that's when the 
smaller man screams as his prostate is suddenly struck, and he comes hard against the sheets without even 


touching his cock 


"God damn, baby." Johnny thrusts his fingers a few more times before carefully sliding them out, watching 
Bob slump down face first onto the bed 


"Mmm," Johnny can hear Bob's groan muffled into the thick bedding as the other struggles to catch his 
breath. 


Johnny unbuckles his own pants and grabs for the lube to help get himself off. He grasps one of Bob's round 
asscheeks and squeezes it as he strokes over his length roughly. Bob looks over his shoulder and hums in 
interest, using his elbows to lift his ass into the air, drawing in a sharp breath when Johnny's thumb rubs at 


his softened rim. 


"Put it in me, baby." Bob grinds his ass back into Johnny, and the older man curses to himself, not having to 
be told twice. He shoves Bob's shoulders back down into the mattress and holds a bony hip as he presses his 
tip to Bob's entrance. The lube makes the slide in easy, and they moan simultaneously, Bob's mouth falling open 


at the overwhelming sensation. 


"God you're tight as fuck, baby." Johnny hisses, hand holding Bob's shoulder so tight that he can feel the 
smaller man's blood pulsing against his palm. Bob moans his appreciation and wiggles his hips encouragingly, 
chuckling when the movement causes Johnny to mutter a sharp curse. "Just gonna lay there and let me do all 
the work, huh?" Johnny punishes Bob's laziness with a swift smack to his right asscheek. 


"Fuck!" Bob cries out in shocked pleasure, lifting himself onto his palms so he's on all fours, "Do that again" He 
begs. Johnny raises his eyebrows in amusement before sliding out and thrusting in, smacking his ass again even 
harder. Bob practically screams. "Yeah, god, like that. That's so good" He can feel tears springing to his eyes, 


overwhelmed at this new found pleasure. 


Johnny is a little taken aback himself at Bob's request, but is just as equally turned on by the way it makes 
Bob whimper as if he's never felt anything better. "You like me spanking you, huh? Want me to punish you?" 
Johnny does it a third time, impossibly harder and Bob's shoulders slump down onto the bedding, petite body 
trembling as he sobs into the pillows. "Punish you for sharing what's mine with those other men? Hmm?" He 
switches hands, "Marlon Brando” swatting Bob's left cheek this time, watching the smaller man twitch 
underneath him, all the while thrusting into him rapidly. 


Bob weeps at the mention of his past lovers, not wanting to think about it at all right now. "Never again, 
Bobby." Johnny warns as he rubs soothingly over the reddened skin of the right cheek, before smacking it 
sharply. 


Oh, jesus." Bob can feel his second orgasm approaching, sneaking an arm under his body to wrap his fingers 
about his aching length. 


"This is mine, this right here." Johnny latches onto both hips to pound impossibly harder into Bob whose eyes 
are squeezed shut. He's biting into his bottom lip in attempt to stop the embarrassing noises that don't fail to 
escape his mouth on each ruthless jab to his prostate. 


lm gonna--l'm gonna come again, Johnny." He breathes heavily into the crook of his elbow, other hand still 


stroking rapidly over his cock. 


"Twice already when | haven't even come yet? So fuckin’ greedy, such a greedy little fucker you are." Johnny 
shakes his head as he gives Bob's sore ass one last blinding smack. 


Bob sees white, "Ahh, fuck, John!" his small body goes rigid with his second orgasm, his come shooting out onto 
the sheets, adding to the steadily drying stain of his previous ejaculation He sighs in content, relaxing his upper 


body against the sheets. 


Johnny clicks his tongue at Bob's selfishness, "So lazy. You get off and now don't have to do anymore work. 


Just get to lay there all pretty-like, don't cha?" 


Bob whines lowly as his lover continues to fuck him steadily. He can barely even think. He'd just had the best 
orgasm of his whole fucking life.What did Johnny say just now? "What was that, John?" He murmurs 
disinterestedly. 


Oh. Johnny hasn't come yet. 


"Hmm," Upon realization, Bob tightens his muscles around Johnny's cock and that effortlessly has the country 
singer seeing stars, so that he's finally releasing himself into Bob's spent body with a deep moan. 


He drapes himself over Bob's back as they both try and catch their breath, bodies still tingling with the 
afterglow of their orgasms. "You kinky little shit," Johnny pants as he carefully slides his softening erection 
from Bob's spent body. 


Bob winces at the strange sensation and flips over so that he doesn't land on the pool of come below him. As 
the raw skin of his backside brushes with the blankets, he can't help wiggling his ass so he can feel the sting 
of it. "That was so hot, Johnny. | never knew | needed that." 


Johnny hums distractedly and runs his fingers through his sweaty hair, grunting at the stain Bob had left on 


the freshly washed bedding. "Guess we're sleepin’ in my room tonight" 


They're now freshly showered and have relocated to Johnny's bedroom. Bob's sitting naked at the edge of 
Johnny's bed, with the country singer's acoustic guitar in his lap. He's strumming a random tune and humming 


along to it idly while he watches Johnny go through his dresser drawer. 


"You can borrow some of my shorts, or | can go grab you some from your bag?" Johnny asks Bob who 
shrugs indifferently, continuing to play the guitar as Johnny raises an eyebrow at him. "Or we can sleep in the 


nude?" he eyes Bob's bare chest, not hating that idea at all. 


Bob giggles at that but doesn't falter on his guitar playing, he just smiles pleasantly at the older man who 


stands there patiently waiting for an answer, "I love you, Johnny Cash." 


Johnny's stomach flutters, caught off guard at the words. He shakes his head in wonder as he gazes into the 
crystal blue eyes of the love of his life, a wide grin spreading across his face, "I love you too, Bobby Dylan" 


THE END 


